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LATER THIS SUMMER: 
EXT. U.S. 93 - TEXAS SUNSET 


Backlit, the dark hulk of an automobile comes over A RISE halfway 
across the divider. The vehicle continues DOWNHILL swerving from 
side to side. Unlike the car it's about to crash into, its 
headlights are off. 


The rogue car drifte--it doesn't seem te be steered--back into its 
own lane. Collision is avoided by inches. 


EXT. GAS STATION -~ U.S. 93 - OUTSIDE TOWN OF ARNETTE DUSK 


Twilight and fluorescents. HAP, the proprietor, and VIC, TIMMY, 
NORM: and STU REDMAN hang out and drink beer, when another local, 
HANK, pulls up at the pumps. A portable radio sitting on the dash 
of Hank's pickup is playing, and the D.J. announces a new song 
that's climbing the charts: “Baby, Can You Dig Your Man?" 


vic 
Hey. I can't hear. 


Hank raises the volume. 


EXT. U.S. 93 - APPROACH TO ARNETTE TURN-OFF DUSK 


The runaway car--a '76 Chevy-~-keeps on coming, not fast but 
steadily, still no lights on, weaving as if driverless. 


Yet a form slumped behind the wheel CAN BE SEEN. The engine is 
running, and the Chevy heads down the stretch toward the GAS 
STATION by the Turn-off. 


EXT. GAS STATION DUSK 
The Chevy approaches from the distance. Hank pumps gas. On the 


radio, a male voice singing the bluesy rock lyrics of "Baby, Can 
You Dig Your Man?" 


HANK 
That ain't country... 
vic 
That's a city boy doin’ country. 
NORM 
Not too bad... 
TIMMY 


And not too good. 


HAP 
Yep....Stu? 


Only Stu Redman is watching the Chevy's approach. t is drifting 
to the side of the read the gas station is en. The men see what 
Stu sees. They get to their feet. 


The Chevy keeps on coming. 


The men lock at each other. 
STU 
{re: song) 
City boy, not bad. 


Stu starts to walk toward the pumps while the others back away. 


HAP 
Christ! He's gonna hit the pumps. 


The Chevy rolls ever closer, straying onto the shoulder, heading 
for the outside island of pumps. 


Stu keeps on walking to the pumps, toward the oncoming car. 


VIC 
The asshole forgot to turn his headlights on. 


STU 
No brake lights. He's not using the brakes. 


The Chevy: ever closer. Hank panics, yanks out the gas nozzle and 
fumbles, unable to release the latch on the trigger. Gas gushes 
onto the asphalt. 


stu crosses over the inside island, stepping closer to the running 
vehicle. Hank drops the hose, the gas spilling, and runs for it. 


HAP 
Oh God. The place is gonna BLOW. 


The Chevy is about to slam into the pumps. 


Stu steps up to a column that supports the overhang and finds what 
he's looking for: the Emergency Electrical Switch. He cuts the 
power to the pumps. The gas stops flowing. Stu steps aside. 


The Chevy plows into the pumps, knocking them down, the 
undercarriage of the car screeching as it scrapes over the island. 
The Chevy spins around, the tailpipe spewing up sparks, and slams 
inte the second island, where it comes to a stop. 


Prepared to react, Stu observes without moving. Of slim build, 
Stu Redman is not a gung-ho type. His eyes show a wisdom older 
than his thirty odd years. 

Holding their breath the others wait.--No explosion. 


As he walks to the Chevy Stu cannot see inside it. The windshield 
is a web of cracks. Hap rushes up. 


we 


HAP 
Thank, Stu. For throwing the switch. 


stu nods. The others edge closer. 


NORM 
Guy must be pretty damm drunk. 


Nobody gets out of the car. Stu opens the driver's side, the door 
yawning. A MAN slides out, a shocking sight--his face and neck 
swollen horribly, the flesh retting--, but nonetheless Stu has the 
presence of mind to catch him, and lowers him onto the asphalt. 


Stu turns away from the man. Mastering his revulsion, Stu forces 
himself to look inside the car. 


He sees what looks like a young WOMAN and a CHILD. Their faces 
and necks and limbs are also bloated and rotting. The Woman is 
dead from suffocation. Caked mucus hangs from her mouth and 
nostrils; her eyes bulge sightlessly. The child is in a lesser 
stata of decay, but also dead, its head cracked open from the 
crash. An acid-yellow steam wafts up from the cadavers. It hits 
Stu's nostrils. 


He recoils. The others gag, hardly able to look. 


HANK 
Jesus... 


He turns around and throws up.--It startles vic, Hap and Timny, 
and Stu also, when the Man on the ground reaches up to feebly 
grasp Stu's leg. 


The Man's eyes have a look of desperation in them. He cannot talk 
although he's trying to. 


STU 
Guys, help me roll him over. He's choking. 


vic and Norm, squeamish about touching the slime-drenched clothes, 
help Stu turn the Man on his side. The Man's chest heaves 
suddenly and he disgorges a flow of phlegm, then breathes 
shallowly. His eyes seek Stu's; he speaks with tremendous 
difficulty. 
MAN 
Tell my wife I... 


Stu glances at the shape in the car. 
MAN 
I...did put the dog out. 
STU 
Okay, buddy. I'11 tell her. 


Stu has to look away. He sees Hap talking excitedly on the phone. 


STU 
Eang in. An ambulance is on its way. 


The Man is fading fast. His body goes soft as if he's collapsing 
in on himself. Stu lets go, gets up, wipes his hands on his 
jeans. Hank can't handle it. 
HANK 
What's wrong with these people? 


LATER NIGHT 


Red domelights cast lurid red shadows. Two ambulances and three 
police cars are pulled up. STATE PATROLMEN hold back CURIOSITY 
MONGERS from nearby ARNETTE and FOLKS who were driving by. 


officers try to question Hap and the boys. But the grisly scene 
casts a spell. A general sluggishness has set in. Stu, like the 
others, keeps glancing at the work of the Medics. 


only the body of the Woman is left to be bagged, and the Medics 
are having a hard and unnerving time ungluing her from the car 
seat. A breeze blows the yellow steam rising from the rotting 
flesh ~- 


== toward the onlookers. They gag and gasp. 


The body bag is zipped up. A MEDIC who performed the gruesome 
task of removing the woman's body feels queasy. Stu steadies hin. 


stu 
Have you ever seen anything like this? 


MEDIC 
...Once. Cholera. But'this is ten 
times worse. 


The last body bag is hauled into the ambulance. 


STATE TROOPER 
Okay, folks. Time te go home. The 
show's over. 


The ambulances head east on 93. People reach their cars, and 
arive back to ARNETTE. A few take off on 93, going east and 
West.. 


EXT. ARNETTE - GAS STATION - U.S. 19 FIRST LIGHT 
...The sky reddens in the east. U.S. 19 cuts across Texas 
SCRUBLAND. At the gas station, the turn-off leads into town. 
There's a throbbing buzz in the air, and -- 

INT. BEDROOM FIRST LIGHT 


== it's suddenly, shockingly louder. Stu Redman wakes up, gets 
out of bed, goes to the window. 


sweeping, blinding searchlights. Billowing dust. Stu sees 
choppers descending upon the town. 


INT., LIVING ROOM FIRST LIGHT 


Stu, in undershorts, goes to a chest, pulls open a drawer, finds a 
pistol, thinks about picking it up, WHEN -~ 


~» WHEN the front door shatters, and in steps a COMMANDO in hi 
tech anti-biological warfare gear that sheathes his entire body. 
He trains his automatic on Stu. His voice blares out of his mask 
filtered and amplified. 


COMMANDO 
U.S. Army. Do not resist. We are 
here to protect you. How many 
people in this household? 


STU 
...I live alone. "Protect" from what?~~ 


COMMANDO 
out! 


EXT. STREET FIRST LIGHT 


Stu comes out of HIS HOME followed by the Commando. He sees ether 
Commandos in protective gear herding dazed and frightened 
neighbors. The Men, Women and Children are in their night clothes 
or only partially dressed. 


EXT. SQUARE WITH STATUE DAWN 


A Confederate hero watches from above. Under the edgy scrutiny of 
Commandos in protective gear, the guys from the gas station: Stu 

Redman, Hank, Norm, Timmy, Vic and Hap, who is steaming mad, stand 
before ~~ 


a= a civilian, LEN CREIGHTON, who--without gear--sits at a field 
desk inside a transparent inflated operations room which extends 
out from a chopper. Also in the enclosed environment are the C.O. 
and his aides, without protective gear. 


HAP 
Who in the hell are you guys coming here -~ 


CREIGHTON 
I'm the one asking the questions. 


Creighton is preoccupied and in a hurry. 


HAP 
Anyhow the pumps are insured. 


CREIGHTON 
What I have to knew is this. Other 
than the police officers and the 
medics, who was at the gas station 
last night whe was not from here? 


HANK 
...-Not from our town? 

CREIGHTON 
Yes. 

STU 


...Those folks from the Chevy. Did 
they die of something contagious? 


CREIGHTON 
The cause of their death is classified. 


STU 
To me that means more yes than no, 
and I wanna help. 


CREIGHTON 
Please. 


STU 
I saw the Taylor boys from the farm 
three miles up the road... 
Creighton glances at the C.O. 


C.o. 
We're covered, sir. 


STU 
Makes sense that folks going to the 
drive-in at Seco could've pulled up. 
This time the C.O. doesn't have a ready answer for Creighton. 


Norm coughs. Creighton, the C.O., the Aides turn toward Norm with 
a suddenness that doesn't go unnoticed by Stu. 


CREIGHTON 
Sir. Did you have that cough yesterday? 


All eyes are on Norm. 

INSIDE TRANSPORT CHOPPER IN FLIGHT DAY 
The blinds are down. The six guys from the gas station are its 
passengers, and all but Stu are with Family Members. Everybody is 


still in their nightclothes, the only comfort Army~issue blankets. 
Commandos in protective gear keep watch. All eyes are on Norm, 


and the noise in the cabin makes his attempt to explain ail the 
more difficult. 
NORM 
It musta been the dust... 


He tries to suppress a cough and fails. 


NORM 
Dust from the helicopters. 


Hank, who's closest to Norm, edges away. Again Norm coughs, and 
the Commandos! attention is also turned to him.-~Stu takes 
advantage, lifts the blind, and peeks down. 


He glimpses an INTERSECTION and. choppers landing, Commandos 
setting up a readblock. 
COMMANDO 
EYES FRONT. 


The Commando shoves Stu against the back of his seat and slams 
down the blind. 
STU 
They're cutting off the whole county -~ 


COMMANDO 
SHUT UP. OR WE'LL SEDATE YOU. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. BEACH - MALIBU, CALIFORNIA DAY 
A wave breaks, climbs up the sand toward an expensive BEACH HOUSE. 
Two figures appear on the porch: the young man shoves the girl 
down the steps. 
LARRY UNDERWOOD at twenty-two has boyish good looks and an 


immature attitude. His face looks wasted right now, but the 
adrenalin is pumping. The teenage girl is pitiful. 


LARRY 
Hold your hand? You must be kidding. 
GIRL 
I'm not asking for much. 
LARRY 
Shut up. Or get out. | 
GIRL 
Larry...I stood by you when you were 
nething. 
LARRY 


Your mouth's good for one thing and 
it's not talking. 


The girl is deeply hurt. 


GIRL 
.. -You're not a nice guy, Larry. 


crying, she starts down the beach. 
INT. /EXT. BEACH HOUSE DAY 


Larry steps back inside- and is greeted by a young GUY who is just 
as exhausted. 
GUY 
Way to go, Larry. Way to go. 


Larry smiles at his cheerleader; then looks him over. 


LARRY 
»..Who are you? 

GUY 
I'm the pizza man. I delivered pizza 
last night. Remember? -- Great party. 


LARRY 
Yeah. Right. 


The aftermath is all around them. The expensive living room has 
been trashed. Musician Types and Groupies, male and female, sleep 
off hangovers or are still doped out. The leftovers of three days 
of fast food litter the place. Bottles everywhere. A kid crawls 
over a large mirror on the floor, and with a rolled up dollar 
bill, he sniffs up what has fallen in the cracks of the frame.-- 
MTV blares, and the Host announces that “Baby, Can You Dig Your 
Man?" has jumped from seventeenth to thirteenth place. 


LARRY 
Far out. Fucking far out. 


Larry turns to admire his arty video image. He kicks SOMEONE who 
is watching in a semi-stupor. 
LARRY 
Hear that. I'm going all the way. 


SOMEONE 
You're number one, Larry. You'll go 
platinum. 

GUY 


Hey, Larry. Look there. You kick 
one out, a fresh one pops up. 


He points to the porch beyond the plate-glass window where a YOUNG 
WOMAN is looking in. Larry moves. She moves. Larry goes to the 
window. 
LARRY 
Whe are you?! 


By a trick of light and shadow on the glass he finds himself 
facing his own reflection. He's puzzled, but an accented voice 
behind him makes him epin around. 


URI 
Larry, my booblick, how are you? 


Larry faces URI, a smiling everdressed Russian immigrant who is 
coming through the front door. Larry tries not to seem scared. 


LARRY 
Hi, Uri. 

URI 
You got my money? 


LARRY 
...Next week, Uri. I promise. 


URI 
Last week it was next week, and last 
week I give more coke 'cause I'm a 
good guy...but now I must break a 
finger, so you know I mean business. 


Uri shrugs in regret and starts forward. Larry points at the TV. 


LARRY 
That's me playing guitar...You can't =- 


Larry moves in panic. Uri rushes him and trips over the Kid 
crawling on the mirror. Larry sees his chance and bolts. 


EXT. BEACH HOUSE - PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY DAY 


Larry comes running out and leaps into the driver's seat of a 
Porsche. He's shocked. The Young Woman he saw on the porch 
behind the glass is seated next to him. She's ethereal looking 
and the sun is in her hair. 


YOUNG WOMAN 
You'd better get the hell out of here. 


Larry gets a grip on himself, fumbles with the keys. Uri stumbles 
out of the house. Larry burns rubber. Uri gets inte a huge 
Caddy. 


IN THE MOVING PORSCHE - PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY 


LARRY 
Who are you? 


YOUNG WOMAN 
How much do you owe Uri? 


LARRY 
Seven thousand for coke. Two ~- 


Suddenly paranoid, Larry stares at her, and barely avoids AN 
ACCIDENT. 


YOUNG WOMAN 
fake it easy, Larry. 


IN THE CADDY: his smile no longer veiling his Slavic savagery, 
Uri races to catch up. 


BACK IN THE PORSCHE: 


YOUNG WOMAN 
=- eleven thousand for drugs. one 
thousand for liquor. Seven for back 
rent. For trashing the place, another 
three thousand easy. You're renting 
the car, right? 


Larry nods, glances nervously in the rear view mirror. 
IN THE CADDY: to gain, Uri drives recklessly. 


BACK IN THE PORSCHE: 
YOUNG WOMAN 
-- so you write one okay song ~~ 


LARRY 
(outrage) 
-- Okay song?! 


YOUNG WOMAN 
One okay song. And you get lucky and 
sell it. It could be a flash in the pan, 
a fluke....Do you know how long "Baby, Can 
You Dig Your Man?" would have to be number 
one before you could pay back the twenty-five 
thousand you owe... after agents, lawyers, 
producers, accountants have taken their cut? 


Larry answers her inquiring smile by quoting the girl he threw 
out. 
LARRY 
Hey! I guess I'm not "a nice guy." 


YOUNG WOMAN 
LARRY 
YOUNG WOMAN 


You're an asshole, Larry. A real asshole. 


Shocked, incoherent nearly, Larry PULLS CVER. 


LARRY 
Gat the fuck out. 


She doesn't budge. She smiles and points behind. 


IN THE CADDY: Uri swings from one lane to another to pass the 
SLOWER CARS. 


Larry swerves back INTO TRAFFIC. 


LARRY 
Fuck...where do I go? What about your place? 


She laughs; then: 
YOUNG WOMAN 
Larry, go home. Go back home and 
get your shit together. 


Larry thinks on it. He slams on the brakes because the TRAFFIC 
AHEAD is stopped for a LIGHT.--He turns to face her. 


LARRY 
Home? 


But she's no longer in the passenger seat. She stands at the edge 
of the road. 
YOUNG WOMAN 
Good luck, Larry. 


Larry doesn't know what to do. The CARS behind lean on their 
horns. Larry drives off. 
CUT TO: 


INT. HIGH TECH BIO-LAB ARTIFICIAL LIGHT 


Stu Redman and the guys from the gas station and other folks from 
Arnette are herded down A CORRIDOR by Personnel wearing what look 
like space suits. Norm is hacking up huge globs of phiegn. 
Others cough too; some sneeze or have runny noses; still others 
Look feverish, sweat dripping down their faces; babies wail; 
nobody talks. 


Hank accosts Stu, clears his throat, whispers. 


HANK 
Stu. How are you feeling? 


STU 
{under his breath) 
Mad. We were on that airplane seven 
hours with blacked-cut windows. We 
could be in Alaska... unless we were 
flying in circl -- 


SPACEMAN 
YOU. QUIET. 


Stu turns on the Spaceman. 


STU 
WHERE ARE WE? 


Others echo Stu's demand, The Spaceman jams a cattle prod into 
Stu's stomach and triggers a shock that sends Stu reeling. 


AT AN INTERSECTION OF CORRIDORS, a gauntlet of Spacemen manhandle 
the people. They peer into their mouths with bright lights. They 
palpate their necks with gloved hands. Norm's neck is badiy 
swollen and cracked with angry lesions.--Stu is examined by one 
Spaceman, then by ANOTHER, who pulls Stu out of the flow of people 
and pushes him down an EMPTY PASSAGEWAY, alone. 


SPACEMAN 
KEEP GOING. 


Stu is reluctant to leave the others. He's mad. His face is 
flushed. Is he feverish? Stu keeps going, when someone else~~a 
Woman--is pulled out of the line and directed down the same 
corridor. 


INT. WAITING AREA ARTIFICIAL LIGHT 


stu, the Woman, a Man and a little Boy are seated waiting in 
silence. All but Stu struggle with flu-like symptoms. 


Suddenly Spacemen descend upon the three who are infected by the 
flu and forcibly lead them away ignoring their frightened 
protests. 


Three Spacemen close in on Stu.--They grab him, and before Stu 
knows what's happening, they lift him to his feet, yank down his 
underpants, and-~BELOW FRAME~~shove what looks like a pencil 
attached to a cord up his ass. 


Stu is stunned by the indignity.--The electronic thermometer 
reads: 96... 97... 98... 98.4 ~- 


INT. OBSERVATION ROOM ARTIFICIAL LIGHT 


tu now wears a patient's smock. Two Spacemen lead him through an 
airlock into a one-bed hospital room. One wall--where the airlock 
is-~ig a double-glazed plate glass window. Two Other Spacemen 
close in on Stu armed with medical gizmos. 


Stu takes the Spacemen by surprise. He lunges at one. Clumsy and 
unable te move quickly in his protective suit, the Spaceman 
topples, knocking down another. Stu is quick upon the Second 
Spaceman, grabs the helmet--its owner's face cannot be seen behind 
the reflective visor--and begins to bang it against the floor, in 
rhythm with his outrage. 
STU 
Show - your - face. Whe - are - 
you? Where -- 


SPACEMAN 
HE'S GOING TO CRACK THE SEAL. 


Her panicked voice--filtered and amplified--booms cut. The Other 
Spacemen attack Stu with their prods. The shocks send Stu away 
flailing- 


Shaking it off, Stu gets to his feet to renew his attack. 


SPACEMAN 
Out. 


The Spacemen stagger back into the airlock, and a glass panel 
slides into place to block Stu's exit. Before the Spacemen can be 
released from the lock, they are flushed by a green gas. 


OUTSIDE the observation room, a Spaceman pushes a button on the 
control panel. 


In the room, a small door in the plate glass window slides open-- 
now Stu shares his air with a caged gerbil. Stu steps up to its 
cage, and stares at the animal running on an endless treadmill. 


CUT To: 
EXT. FOOD AND FUEL STOP - OKLAHOMA DAY 


Larry Underwood pulls up in his Porsche and gets out. In the next 
parking space, a FAMILY on vacation piles into a station wagon: a 
little GIRL sneezes. Her MOTHER sighs. 


MOTHER 
A summer cold. That's all we need. 


INT. DINER DAY 


Larry is at the counter drinking coffee. He's tired and doesn't 
notice that the Others at the counter are clearing their throats 
er sniffling more than usual.~--The TV is on, and Larry glances at 
it as a local Newscaster announces: "In neighboring Texas, an 
accidental release of radioactivity from the Gran Arroyo Power 
Plant may have fallen on the town of Arnette. As a precautionary 
measure, U.S. 93 is closed to traffic.” 


A TRUCKER clears his throat and tells Larry: 


TRUCKER 
Hey. I came through there less than 
36 hours ago. I made it just in time. 
It's gotta be my rabbit's foot. 


The Trucker shows Larry his key chain. Larry acknowledges with a 
wan smile. The waitress puts a plate of m'n'x in front of Larry. 
--The Newscaster continues cheerfully: “Cases of flu have been 
reported in Califernia...and when California sneezes, the whole 
nation catches cold!” 


Larry wolfs down an egg. Bickering from the COUPLE next to him 
reaches Larry's ears. She: “I tell you. It's feed a cold, 
starve a fever." Larry thinks about it a moment, then gobbles 
dewn another egg in one gulp. 


The Newscaster: “And now an update on the Tri-State kill spree." 
Everybody in the coffee shop is interested. The Newscaster: We 
new go Live to our reporter Joe Merit." On the TV screen, the 
reporter: “our local police have caught up with the two men who 
hava terrorized Arizona, New Mexico and Oklahoma-" 


CUT TO: 
EXT. ROADSIDE GENERAL STORE DAY 


REPORTER 
-- and who are allegedly responsible 
for 13 hold-ups and 6 murders. 


He is standing a safe distance from a barrier of police cars. 
Behind the cars, Deputies, poised with rifles; and beyond, a 
General Store. 


INT. GENERAL STORE DAY 


LLOYD HENREID and POKE are sitting against the wall and TWO 
pleeding BODIES lie nearby. Poke is a wise-ass shitkicker, Lloyd, 
a backwoods hoodlum. They are watching the newscast about 
themselves. 


POKE 
6?! It's 8 now. And the body count 
is gonna go up! 


Poke squeezes the trigger and the bullets from his automatic 
assault rifle shatter the TV set. Lloyd is also armed, and he's 
chugging down a carton ef chocolate milk. 


LLOYD 
It ain't 8. That one there's still kicking. 


one of the bodies does show signs of life. Poke gets up, and 
steps on the throat of the dying MAN, and keeps his boot there. 
While the man is busy dying: 


POKE 
Lotta fire power out there, Lloyd. 
LLOYD 
Poke, you ain't nervous? 
POKE 
{dead-pan) 


Nervous as a longtail cat in a room 
fulla rockin’ chairs. 


LLOYD 
(dead-pan) 
I knew what you mean, valleybean. 


They both burst out laughing, cracking each other up. The man 
under Poke's boot dies. 


Laughing, Poke begins to cough. Lloyàå finishes the carton of 
chocolate milk, and begins another-~his fifth. 


Poke can't control his cough, and he stomps around trying to stop 
himself. 


INTERCUT: Poke enters the cross-hairs of a rifle's telescopic 
sights. 


Half of Poke's face explodes, and the bullet's impact spins him 
around. He sags against the food shelves and speaks with 
difficulty. 
POKE 
Lloyd...I don't feel good no more. 


Blood flows from Poke's face. Chocolate milk flows from the 
carton as Lloyd stares at Poke. 


LLOYD 
Without you, Pokey, it ain't gonna be fun. 
(upbeat) 
You kept half your promise. 


POKE 
vast didt? 


LLOYD 
You said we were gonna be rich and 
famous. Hey, fuck being rich. 


Poke is dead. Lloyd tosses his rifle away, discards the pistols 
stuck in his waistband. Lloyd is resigned. 


Deputies rush him, throw him to the floor, guns at Lloyd's head. 


DEPUTY 
You have the right... 


The DEPUTY begins to cough. 
LLOYD 
Not in my face, asshole. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. GAS STATION - ARNETTE TWILIGHT 
Stu Redman walks up to the door of the runaway Chevy, opens it and 


is welcomed by the grisly SIGHT of the three decaying bodies. 
This time the bodies come to life, grab Stu and -~ 


16 
INSIDE CHEVY TWILIGHT 


-= pull him inside. The Man closes the door. Stu panics. He 
crawls toward the door, but the Man pushes him back. He turns 
toward the other door, clambering over slime, and the Woman and 
Child help him through. Stu bursts out, -~ 


EXT. CORNFIELD TWILIGHT 


=- pushing past the high corn stalks, escaping. He looks back. 
No Chevy. Stu is totally baffled. 


He looks around, when he comes face to face with a shining feline 
EYE in the gloaming dark between the stalks. Stu backs away in 
fright. The size of the eye suggests an animal the same height as 
Stu. 


Stu turns and runs. Glancing back he catches a glimpse of ~~ 
~~ the blurred shape of an unnaturally large feline. 
stu runs with nightmarish SLO-MO as he pushes through the corn. 


Where Stu's boot leaves a print, a second later a large feline paw 
touches the earth. Next bootfail, and a huge bird's claw touches 
down. Next bootfall, and the claw--no, a cowboy boot, its shining 
silver filigree SUGGESTING a claw--steps on Stu's print. 


A P.O.V. pursues Stu, and it makes itself partially VISIBLE when a 
large bird's BEAK reaches forward to strike Stu's neck. Stu -- 


INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - HIGH TECH BIO LAB ARTIFICIAL LIGHT 


~~ wakes from the nightmare as a large needle plunges into his 
neck. Stu finds himself held down by three Spacemen while another 
takes a blood sample. A FIFTH SPACEMAN watches: 


5TH SPACEMAN 
Mr. Redman. It would be se much easier 
if you decided to collaborate with us. 


A Spaceman leaves with the vial of blood. The others let go. Stu 
is seething. 
STU 
Give you blood every four hours? 


5TH SPACEMAN 
Yes. And -~ i 


As he releases the latches of his helmet, he continues: 
STH SPACEMAN 


~~ we want to run an EEG, a CAT scan, but 
your hostility would give us false readings. 


STU 


why should I help if you people don't give 
me answers? 


The Spaceman removes his helmet. He is Len Creighton, the 
civilian who questioned Stu in Arnette. 


CREIGHTON 


I'll answer whatever questions I'm 
allowed to answer. 


STU 


Allowed by who? 


CREIGHTON 


Classified, I'm afraid. 


STU 


why do you want to test me? 


CREIGHTON 


Mr. Redman. You've already figured that out. 


STU 


The critter there ~-~ 


(indicating gerbil) 


=-=- isn't sick. You took your helmet off. 
I'm not sick, and I'm not contagious. 


CREIGHTON 


That's right. 


STU 


How are the others? How's Norm doing? 
Norm Bruett. He looked bad. 


CREIGHTON 


I'm sorry. Classified. 


STU 


The others? 


CREIGHTON 


Again, classified. 


The TY set is on with the sound off. Stu sees Tom Brokaw talking 


about his home town. 


Stu pushes the mute button on the remote. 


Brokaw: “--the quarantined area around the town of Arnette has 
been widened to include five counties in eastern Texas. The 
reason given for this precautionary measure is an alleged leak of 


radioactivity from -- 


Buil. 


Bull. 


STU 


CREIGHTON 
{agreeing} 


Brokaw: "Still from the West. Health authorities believe that 
the outbreak of flu in California, which has been locally 
nicknamed Captain Trips, is a reoccurrence of last year's--" 


stu 
How serious is this flu? 


CREIGHTON 
Classified. 


Stu thinks on it a moment. His face twists strangely, and he 
sneezes. 


Creighton bolts for the airlock in panic. 


STU 
So it is serious. Damn serious. 


Creighton stops in his tracks, spins around: 


CREIGHTON 
You are faking? 
STU 
Classified. 
The two glare at each other. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. APPROACH TO MANHATTAN DAY 


Larry Underwood in the Porsche drives into the city... 
EXT. STREET - UPPER WEST SIDE DAY 


.., Larry is sitting on the stoop of a brownstone in a low income 
neighborhood. Terribly tired, he's nodding off. People passing 
in the street cough or wheeze, annoyed by the discomfort. 


A WOMAN starts up the stoop, stops and stares at Larry. She's 
obviously had a tough life. She shakes Larry awake. 


WOMAN 
Larry? 


He looks up: 
LARRY 
«Mom? Hi, Mom. 


MOTHER 
I thought it was you. Let's have a 
look at you. 


He stands up. She looks him over, somber. 


MOTHER 
You can stand straighter than that. 


He straightens, and grins. There's a stiffness between them, a 
hesitation. Larry embraces his mother. After a moment, she 
embraces him and he's relieved. 


INT. SHABBY APARTMENT LATE DAY 


She closes the door. Larry looks around. 


LARRY 
You've repainted. 


MOTHER 
Two years ago...Larry, I regret some 
of the things I said when you left. 


LARRY 
I shouldn't have left the way I did, I guess. 


MOTHER 
So you're back. What brought you? 


He hesitates, and handles it with bravado: 


He's thrown by 


LARRY 
I guess I missed you, Mom. 


MOTHER 
That's why you wrote? 


LARRY 
I'm not much of a letter writer. 


MOTHER 
You can say that again. 


LARRY 
I'm not much of a letter writer. 


MOTHER 
Same old Larry. Never serious. 


LARRY 
Not true, Mom. You have heard my song? 


MOTHER 
Yes. Do you want something to eat? 


his mother's reaction. 


LARRY 
.. Sure. 


INT. KITCHEN 


The radio is on, pop music plays. Larry and his mother eat in 


silence- 


“Baby, Can You Dig Your Man?” comes over the radio. Larry looks 
to his mother, expecting a response. After a long moment: 


MOTHER 
I tell everybody you sing that song. 


LARRY 
I wrote it too...Do you like it? 


MOTHER 
As well as I like any of that music. 
It's suggestive. Lewd. 


Larry checks himself. 


LARRY 
It's supposed to sound passionate. 
MOTHER 
You sound like a colored boy. 
LARRY 
Now? 
MOTHER 
On the radio. 
LARRY 
I do get paid. 
MOTHER 
Go on!....Really? How much have you 
made so far? 
LARRY 
Nothing yet. But...-= 
MOTHER 
Nothing yet? When will you get your money? 
LARRY 
(nervous) 


«+I doen't know. Soon. 


MOTHER 
I hope I'm not hearing what I've heard 
before. Your father was a dreamer. He 
was always going to be rich tomorrow., 
And he started borrowing money, and he 
kept borrowing money..-.and in the end, 
the debts killed hin. 


cld wounds are wide open, festering. 
LARRY 
Dad was a loser. 


MOTHER 
Larry. You haven't borrowed money, have you? 


LARRY 
No. Shit, Mom. You always think 
the worst of me. 


Angry, he gets to Ris feet. 


LARRY 
Nothing has changed. 


He stomps out. 
MOTHER 
There's something you don't know, Larry. 


Larry steps back in. 


MOTHER 
Deep down you're a nice boy, -and 
one day you'll find that out. 


Larry doesn't know what to say. He slams the door on her. 


CUT TO: 
INT. CORRIDOR ~- MENTAL HOSPITAL -~ INDIANA DAY 


DETAIL: a matchhead sticks out from under a fingernail, and it's 
being dragged along the wall. Sparks fly. It's about to ignite. 


The finger belongs to TRASH, a young man with an innocent face and 
crazed eyes. He's strapped to a gurney. TWO ORDERLIES wheel 
Trash down a hallway of an underfunded county asylum.--Making sure 
the orderlies don't notice, Trash drags the finger along the wall. 
As he passes a trash basket, Trash strikes the matchhead and 
flicks it into the basket. He's burnt his finger. 


The trash inside the basket begins to burn. 


Trash strains to look back. He grins gleefully when he sees smoke 
and fire. 
ORDERLY #1 
Damn you, Trash. 


The two run to put out the fire. Trash: voices talk with each 
other: 
TRASH 
Why'm I called Trash? Can't pass a 
trashcan without setting it on fire! 
Burned your cock off yet? No, but 
my finger's got a hoo-boo. 


The fire-cwhich has excited the mental patients; some cheer Trash 
--is put out. 


The orderlies return, and continue to wheel Trash down the 
corridor. 
ORDERLY #2 
Trash, you don't need electroshock. 
You need electrocution. 


He's half-joking. He coughs, brings up phlegm, which he swallows. 


ORDERLY #1 
How you doing? 


ORDERLY #2 
Lousy. We zap Trash and I'm going home. 


ORDERLY #1 
Captain Trips? 


ORDERLY #2 
I guess. Gotta pain here. 


He hits his chest, coughs again. 
INT. ELECTROSHOCK ROOM DAY 


The orderlies wheel Trash in. A DOCTOR and TWO NURSES are 
talking, and they continue as they prep Trash for electroshock; 
the doctor wears a cloth mask. 


NURSE 
18% of the staff is out, 


ORDERLY #1 
What's with the mask, doc? 


DOCTOR 
This damn flu that's going around. 
Next week I go on vacation. 


Nurse #1 blows her nose. 


NURSE #2 
Someone in the cafeteria said the 
symptoms sound like anthrax ~~ 


DOCTOR 
Anthrax! Who said that? 


NURSE #2 
Doctor what's-his-name, the new guy. 
He went home. 


The Doctor is disturbed. Orderly #2 is quietly trying to clear 
his throat--without success. 


NURSE #1 
I heard people have died from this flu. 


NURSE #2 
People who were already sick with 
something else. Right, doc? 


DOCTOR 
I guess. I hope. 


Trash is prepped. The Doctor turns on the juice. Trash is 
convulsed. Just then orderly #2 retches, bringing up phiegm and 
pus. He chokes, stuff streaming from his nose. 


DOCTOR 
I'm <= 


Before he can finish saying it he's out of there. In panic, the 
others take off--all but the sick orderly. Trash convulses with 
increasing violence: the electrodes are about to tear from his 


head ~- 
CUT TO: 


INT. SHABBY APARTMENT ~ MANHATTAN DAY 


Larry Underwood,whe has just woken up, shuffles into the LIVING 
ROOM clearing his throat. His mother is waiting for him. 


MOTHER 

Good morning, Larry. 
LARRY 

Shouldn't you be at work? 
MOTHER 

I've got sick time coming, so I phoned in sick. 
LARRY 

You don't have to stay home on account of me. 
MOTHER 

I wouldn't. I feel a bit under the weather anyhow. 
LARRY 

You're sick? 
MOTHER 

(lying) 
No, no. 


(steeling herself) 
I was thinking of cooking your favorite 
dish. You do remember it? 


LARRY 
Sure. But I might be going cut. 


MOTHER 
Well. I should do some real cooking 
anyway instead of heating those TV trays. 


She gets up, goes to the front door. 


MOTHER 
I'm going shopping. Need anything? 


LARRY 
...No. Nothing. No thanks. 


She exits. Larry's doesn’t know how to handle the coldness 
between then. 
CUT TO: 
INT, PRISON PASSAGEWAY & CELLS ~ PHOENIX, ARIZONA DAY 
Lloyd Henreid, in prison garb and with shackled wrists, is led by 
TWO GUARDS past inmates locked in cells. The inmates are 
coughing. wheezing; they bang on the bars, and: "I'm sick", "I 
need a doctor", "Get me to the infirmary." 
Guard #1 sneezes. 
LLOYD 

Fuck you, man. Put your hand in 

front of your mouth. 
The guard wipes away the snot with the back of his hand. 


GUARD #1 
Shut up, fucking killer. 


Guard #2 drives his fist into Lloyd's stomach. 
INT. HOLDING CAGES DAY 
The three trudge past, when: 
GUARD #1 
I ain't feelin’ too hot. I gotta go 
to the infirmary. 


GUARD #2 
We'll dump him in here for now. 


Guard #2 unlocks a holding cage, shoves Lloyd inside, and Locks 
the gate. Lloyd is still shackled. 


LLOYD 
Hey. My hands. 


GUARD #2 
Puck you. 


The guards start down a PASSAGEWAY. In a rage, Licyd grabs the 
bars and bellows: 
LLOYD 
I WANT FOOD. 


The only answer is the coughing and the cries for help that eche 
through the prison. Lloyd turns to the inmate in the adjoining 
cage. 
LLOYD 
I'm hungry. 


The Man is too sick to answer, and slumps to the floor. 
CUT TO: 
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - HIGH TECH BIO=-LAB ARTIFICIAL LIGHT 


Stu Redman can see no one OUTSIDE his room, no one watching him, 
no one at all. 


He begins to inspect the airlock, to see if he can pry it open 
WHEN -~ 


-= WHEN bullets strike the glass, dinging it.--Stu leaps back. 
In astonishment he watches -- 


-- as OUTSIDE, Spacemen run by in retreat, shooting, pursued by 
other Spacemen shooting back. 


Stu is dumbfounded. After a long moment he notices that Tom 
Brokaw has interrupted a rerun of Lassie playing with the sound 
off, Stu reaches for the remote control. 


Brokaw: “=-statement issued from the White House: ‘Rumors of 
deaths caused by the flu epidemic are unfounded. If deaths '"-- 
Brokaw coughs, clearing his throat--"'If deaths have occurred 
among people with flu symptoms, these deaths can be attributed to 


other causes. A special message from the President himself: take 
two aspirin, drink a lot of water and rest.'" 


Stu watches the TV without expression. 


With disbelief, Brokaw stares at what he's just read, and its 
madness releases his: "The Black Death is once again loosened 
upon the land, and folks, lookie here,” he tilts his neck to the 
light revealing horribly swollen glands, the skin suppurating and 
black, "recognize these? Captain Trips has come to take you and 
me away." He looks away from his viewers, and calls out: "Hey 
you guys in the booth, asleep at the wheel?" Since nothing 
happens, Brokaw waxes: "I pity the survivers, for God knows ‘what 
rough beast, its hour come round at last, slouches toward 
Bethlehem to be born?! God knows whe ==", Lassie cuts in. 


Stu doesn't know what to think. 


Brokaw reappears on the Tv screen for three seconds as soldiers in 
gas masks lead him away. Lassie returns. 


Stu Knows what to think. The overhead fluorescents go out and 
Lassie ceases in mid-jump. Dim red emergency lights come on. 


cur TO: 
INT. SHABBY APARTMENT - MANHATTAN DAY 
Larry Underwood gets to his feet, angry. 
LARRY 
Where is she? 
EXT.. AVENUE ~ UPPER WEST SIDE DAY 


Larry passes sick people and people who are terrified of those who 
are. Horns blare. The traffic is at a standstill. The cause is 
an accident ahead, and the culprit sits in his car, coughing up 
his lungs.--Larry is aghast. He quickens his pace. 


He runs up to a MINI-MART. The Puerto Rican OWNER is closing up. 


LARRY 
Hello. Have you seen my mother? 
Mrs. Underwood? 


OWNER 
Larry! Your mother say you come 
back. I close. Family is sick. 


LARRY 
Where did my mother go? Did you see? 


OWNER 
Your mother tell my wife she sick. 
My wife tell her to go to Mercy 
General. Maybe -- 


Larry starts off, only to be brought up short. Irate motorists 
speed onto the sidewalk to bypass the traffic jam. Glass is 
smashed--someone starts to loot a store.--Wary, Larry starts off 
again. 


INT, ENTRANCE ~ MERCY GENERAL HOSPITAL DAY 


It's chaos. Larry pushes past coughing, wheezing, sneezing, 
sweating people all seeking attention. 


Larry slips past a masked guard. The guard sees Larry but he's 
too weak to give chase. 


INT. CORRIDOR - HOSPITAL DAY 


It's filled with gurneys and cots laden with the recently admitted 
patients. Larry threads his way among them, searching.-~~He comes 
upen his mother lying in her own waste, her clothes drenched in 
sveat, and in a daze. 
LARRY 
Mom. My God. 


Her eyes focus; and although it’s difficult for her to talk, her 
tone is peevish: 
MOTHER 
Larry, get your father. He's at the bar. 


LARRY 
Mom, Dad is -~...Mom, there's something 
I have to tell you. I...-<I'm getting 
a doctor. I'll be right back. 


INT. WARD DAY 
Larry searches, casting curtains aside. 


LARRY 
Is there a doctor here? 


He is answered by a chorus of woe. No doctors, no nurses, all 
beds are filled. At some bedsides relatives sit, some nearly as 
sick as the dying loved ones. 


INT. ANOTHER WARD DAY 
Larry appears at a run, searching. 


LARRY 
DOCTOR... -- 


A DISHEVELLED MAN steps into Larry's path. 


DISHEVELLED MAN 
I'm a doctor -- 
LARRY 
(out of breath) 
You are? My mother... 


INT. CORRIDOR DAY 


Larry leads the exhausted man. 
LARRY 
Hurry. Please....You are a doctor? 


DISHEVELLED MAN 
A docter...in divinity. And let me 
tell you -- 
(he glares at Larry} 
Christ is coming...and He is pissed! 


Larry is thrown for a moment, then runs on. 
He comes up to his mother. She's lifeless. He shakes her. 


LARRY 
Mom! 


He listens to her heart. Nothing. He stands over her, 
dumbfounded, He gathers himself. 
LARRY 
Mom. I never told you that you were right 
to worry about me...I never told you that I...-- 


Furious, he punches the wall. He recomposes himself: 


LARRY 
I never told you that I love you... 


EXT. CENTRAL PARK ~- MANHATTAN LATE DAY 


Griefstricken and guilty, Larry wanders. He passes sick and dazed 
people, some muttering incoherently, some just waiting to die. A 
man and his dog~-they're both dying. All of a sudden a SCREAMING 
MAN lurches toward Larry. 


Larry freezes, ready for he doesn't know what. The Screamer 
stumbles past him, wailing, lost in anguish.--Larry watches the 
man continue on toward a Woman seated on a bench. She stands and 
draws a pistol from her handbag. He howls at her. She shoots 
above his head, the kick nearly unbalancing her. The man runs 
off, screaming at the world. She sits. 


Larry approaches carefully. There's something about her that 
strikes him. 


Elegant in a Chanel suit, high heels and lots of jewelry, RITA 
BLAKEMOOR, although fifty, has successfully preserved her beauty. 
She appears not to be sick, and she's curious about Larry. 


RITA 
Come on, young man. Step closer. 
I'm not dangerous. 


Larry moves closer. She reaches into her purse. 


RITA 
Step there, young man. 
He obeys. 
LARRY 
You're not sick?! 


RITA 
You don't look sick, either. 


She rises, slinks up to him, to inspect him. Larry is wary of 
her, she of hin. 


RITA 
You're not sick. You are the first 
one I've seen all day. 


LARRY 
Same here...I guess. 


She lets go of the pistol, snaps her bag shut, offers her hand. 


RITA 
Rita Blakemoor. 


They shake, he stiffly. 
LARRY 
Larry, ma'm. Larry Underwood. 


RITA 
Larry. Be a good boy. Escort me home. 
I'm afraid. 


Larry is without words. 
EXT. STH AVENUE ~ CENTRAL PARK LATE DAY 


Her arm linked through his, Larry and Rita come out of the park. 
There are a few stalled cars on the Avenue, and one that weaves 
out of control. Larry guides Rita across to the other sidewalk.-~ 
She's flighty. 
RITA 

It's crazy, isn't it? People dropping 

like flies..and me walking down Sth Avenue 

on the arm of such a handsome young man. 


She smiles her naturally sensual smile. He looks away. 


Larry and Rita pass THREE BLACK YOUTHS who are relieving some sick 
people inside a limo of their cash and valuables. The three are 
themselves infected, and a fevered anxiety animates them. They 
see Larry, and especially Rita. 


BLACK YOUTH 
Look at that rich bitch. 


BLACK YOUTH #2 
Let's do her. 


Banknotes and jewelry spilling from bulging pockets, the three 
Black Youths shamble toward the couple.-- Rita and Larry see them 
coming. Before he can do anything, she has her pistol out. 


RITA 
You go home to your mothers. 


She aims above their heads, and squeezes the trigger: CLICK... 
CLICK. No more builets. 


the three continue forward. Larry leaps into action, tears the 
pistol from her hand, hurls it at one of the attackers. He leads 
Rita away by the hand. 


A strange footrace is on. Wheezing, coughing, gasping for breath, 
the three gain on Rita and Larry. That's because of her high 
heels and tight skirt. She can trot only just so fast no matter 
how hard Larry pulls. 


The three are about to grab the couple. 


RITA 
It's here. 


EXT./INT. MARBLE & BRASS LOBBY LATE DAY 


She leads Larry in past the comatose Doorman.--The three decide ta 
follow. 


Larry follows Rita into an open ELEVATOR. A dazed, sick gentleman 
keeps on pushing a floor button. Rita pushes the button for the 
seventh floor.--The three pursuers lurch toward the elevator, when 
Larry realizes: 
LARRY 
It's not working. 


He yanks Rita out, and they start up the STAIRS. The three are 
right behind, and again Rita is slowed by her tight skirt and high 
heels. 


Larry slides her bracelets off her arm, throws them at the 
pursuers who stop to pick them up. 


FURTHER UP THE STAIRS 


tarry and Rita have gained on the three. He stops--she's out of 
preath-~and he unzips her skirt. She understands, helps, but the 
three appear, and again Larry tosses bracelets at them to slow 
them down. Larry and Rita continue to climb. 


FURTHER UP 


Larry and Rita stop, and to save time and with huge effort he 
tears the skirt apart and hurls it at the gasping muggers. who are 
gaining. Larry and Rita continue up- She's wearing dark 
stockings and a garter beit. 


FURTHER UP 


Rita stops, and Larry does too. She tries to unfasten the buckle 
of her high heel shoes. Preceded by rasping groans, hacking and 
wheezing, the three are catching up. Rita fumbles with the 
buckle, fails. Larry feeds the pursuers Rita's earrings and 
brooches, and leads her to the next floor, she wobbling in her 
high heels. 


FURTHER UP 

Rita stops to catch her wind, and the three are catching up. Larry 
yanks on her strands of pearls, breaking the string, sending the 
hundreds of pearls cascading down the steps. 


The three are pelted by the pearls. They snatch at them. 


INT. 7TH FLOOR LANDING LATE DAY 
As they pass a door, Rita stops. 
LARRY 
. Here? 
RITA 
...{8. 
LARRY 
The keys. 


She begins rummaging in her handbag. Announced by their hideous 
breathing, the three climb into sight. She finds the keys... but 
the first key she tries is wrong. Agitated she tries another=-it 
works, but there's a second lock.-=The pursuers clamber onto the 
landing. Larry swats them with Rita's purse. They are beyond 
pain. They keep coming. 


Rita gets the door open, and Larry fights off the assailants. 
INT. ENTRANCE ~ PLUSH APARTMENT LATE DAY 


Rita and Larry stumble in but one of the kids grabs the sleeve of 
the jacket she's still wearing. She's freaked. Larry alone has 
to push the door closed, one against three. With a mighty effort 
he succeeds, but Rita's sleeve is caught in the clesed door. 


Larry slides her arms out of the jacket and frees her. Rita is 
exhilarated. She stands before him in high heels, black stockings 
and garter belt, and a chemise that clings to the sweat of her 
shapely breasts.-~Rita grabs Larry's head with both hands and 
kisses him fiercely. 


She pulls away slightly, her hand feeling his neck. 
RITA 
Your neck isn't swollen...but I'll 
bet something else is. 
Larry is horribly embarrassed and terribly turned on. 


LARRY 
I'm sorry <- 


- RITA 
Sorry to be alive? Sorry to be able 
to prove it? 
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Her lust for life unleashes his. He possesses her, desperately, 
frantically. 
CUT TO: 


INT. HOLDING CAGES - PRISON - PHOENIX, ARIZONA DUSK 


The strain, the pain, the tearing of flesh. Lleya@ Henreid rips 
one of his cuffs from his wrist. 


He sucks on the wound, nearly feasting on it, and his eyes fall on 


-= the guy in the adjoining cage who lies face down in the ooze of 
his own rotting flesh. 


Lloyd steels himself, and now that he has two free hands, he 
reaches out and grabs the body by the foot and drags it closer. 
He pats a buttock and toys with a possibility. 


LATER NIGHT 


Lloyd is grasping the bars in anger. The lights don't work, and 
there's only the faintest illumination from a HIGH WINDOW. A 
chilling wail: "MOOOOTHERRRR" echoes through the prison. -~Lioyd 
yells back. 
LLOYD 
SHUT THE FUCK UP. 


Again the wail, more desperate. 
LLOYD 
BRING ME FOOD AND I'LL BE YOUR MOOOTHERRR. 
After a moment, the chilling howl for "mother" answers. 


i LLOYD 
BRING ME FOOD OR I'LL EAT AAASSSS, MAAA... 


The Voice calling for "mother" answers in a pained shriek. 
LATER NIGHT 
Lloyd is seated on the floor banging the back of his head against 
the bars to the rhythm of the desperate call for "mother". He 
mutters: 
LLOYD 

Or I'11 eat ass. 
His eyes gleam with madness. 
LATER DAWN 


Crazy and exhausted, Lloyd scoops up water from the toilet bowl, 
arinks, swallows, winces...and he sees ~- 


-== a RAT scamper up to the body in the next cage, and sniff at it. 


wa 
bor 


LLOYD 
Hey. Outta there. He's mine. 


The call fer "mother" echoes, feeble now. 
LATER DAY 


Lloyd Lies dead on the floor, a hand reaching out through the bars 
to the other guy's buttock. 


The rat appreaches, passes Lloyd's hand. The hand springs to 
life, snatches up the rat in its grasp. 


Lloyd--very much alive--lifts the rat's head to his open mouth, 
..,ana then into it. After a moment, he bites down -= 


CUT TO: 
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM ~ HIGH TECH BIO LAB EMERGENCY LIGHTS 


Glass shatters. Using the cot as a battering ram, Stu Redman 
breaks through the last layer of the air lock. He pushes his way 
out, WHEN ~- 


~~ WHEN a flare erupts from a nozzle a foot away, and a gunshot 
rips the silence. Stu jumps in fright and faces Len Creighton 
holding the smoking pistol. 


Creighton holds the weapon in his shaking hands. He is feverish, 
and unable to stand steady. Stu snatches the pistol away, and 
turns it on Creighton. 


STU 
You wanted to kill me. 
CREIGHTON 
I had to. 
STU 
Why? 


Creighton coughs up phlegm. doubles over in pain. Stu jabs him 
with the pistol. 
STU 
I want answers or I shoot. 


Creighton's eyes light up with a mad glimmer of hope. 
CREIGHTON 
...The virus is eating me up inside. 
It's got into the nerves...the pain... 
Creighton fights it. 


CREIGHTON 
I'll make you a deal. 


LATER 


STU 
A deal? What deal? 


CREIGHTON 
I tell you what I know...and you put 
me out of my misery. 


STU 
.. -Shoot you? 


CREIGHTON 
I don't have the...--I want you to 
swear you'll do it. On the-- 


Creighton is giouched in a chair, and fighting the pain, he talks 
with some difficulty. 


CREIGHTON 
-- in this secret virological warfare 
lab in the California desert, we changed 
a simple flu virus...into a smart virus. 


STU 
Smart? 


CREIGHTON 
A smart virus...because it has the ability 
to mutate against any agent, natural or manmade... 


STU 
Go on. 


CREIGHTON 
An accident...a stupid goof happened in 
the lab. The man in the Chevy...he was 
contaminated. He panicked and broke all 
protocol. He drove through the gate... 
went home...picked up his wife and baby 
...S0 far we were lucky. Nobody else 
had been contaminated. The search began 
...and a Chevy, the same model, year, Was... 


STU 

(wry) 
Nuked? : 
CREIGHTON 


Not quite. Napalm. 


STU 
Jesus... the wrong car. 


CREIGHTON 
We wasted precious hours before we realized... 
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STU 
And the Chevy came crashing into Hap's 
pumps...and ~- 


CREIGHTON 
=- the contagion started... America, then 
the world. It's my duty to kill you... 


STU 
Because I could've found out. 


CREIGHTON 
...And if there were other survivors in 
the world they would know...it would be 
our...America's fault. 


stu 
Why have I survived? 


CREIGHTON 
Don't know. We analyzed your blood and 
tissue, and we just can't figure it. We 
infected you directly with the smart virus -~ 


STU 
You what?! When you took blood? 
CREIGHTON 
Yes. And you're immune... scientifically 
impossible. ..Your side of the bargain now, 
Mr. Redman. 
Creighton is in agony. 
STU 
Go to hell. 
CREIGHTON 
(panic) 


But you swore...on the Bible. 
stu amiles a tiny smile, and pistol in hand, he walks away. 
INT, CORRIDOR WITH WINDOW EMERGENCY LIGHTS 
stu edges forward. He approaches an observation window. He 
catches a GLIMPSE--in the lurid glew of the emergency Llights-~-of 
the rotting faces of Hap and others from Arnette pressed against 


the glass~-obviously they were trying to break out before they 
died. 


ty turns away and runs. 


w 


6 
INT. PASSAGEWAYS EMERGENCY LIGHTS 


A door flies open, and Stu charges in, He slows to pick his way 


over mouldering corpses. Some are still partially dressed in 
spacemen's outfits. 


He passes double doors that swing freely. He cautiously 
approaches and goes through, =- 


EXT. OLD BUILDING - TOWN IN VERMONT NIGHT 


~~ stepping out into a PARKING LOT. Stu looks back to see that 
he's coming out of a secondary door of an aging two-story red 
prick building. It's a VETERAN'S ADMINISTRATION HOSPITAL, and 
nothing on the outside suggests the hi-tech lab within. 


stu turns to the source of light. Across the way 4 STOREFRONT is 
purning. There are bedies in the STREET and inside stalled cars. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PLUSH APARTMENT - EXT. BALCONY - MANHATTAN DAWN 


Rita Blakemoor--in spandex and heels--nervously eyes the seven 
eggs that are slowly cooking. The large frying pan rests on a 
makeshift stand on the malachite coffee table in the LIVING ROOM; 
candles burn beneath it.--Larry Underwood scans the SICKLY YELLOW 


SKYLINE through binoculars. He turns to face her. 


LARRY 
Looks like Wall Street and. Harlem 
are on fire. 


Rita's more anxious about the eggs. She grabs a prescription 
bottle from a cluster of them, takes out a pill, pours herself a 
glass of champagne, chases it down. 


LARRY 
More pills? 


RITA 
Before, I took my regular pills. Now, 
because I’m anxious. 


LARRY ` 
How are the eggs coming along? 


RITA 
Larry...I can't stand the awful stench... 


Agitated, she mists the air with Chanel No. 5. 


RITA 
=~ of disease and death. There are bodies 
everywhere. Above us. Below us. Everywhere. 
Millions of bodies. Bodies stewing in their 
proiling apartments. Bodies rotting in the 
street. And I can smell them. All of them. 
z can't take it, Larry. I can't. 


LARRY 
That's why we're getting out of New York. 
That's why you have to eat. To be strong. 


RITA 
.«-But I'm not hungry. 


LARRY 
r£ you want to come with me you must be strong. 


There's panic in her eyes. DAY 


Just then--beyond the glass doors--a body plunges from above, 
splatters on the parapet of the balcony and slides from view. 


Rita's eyes go wide. She shrieks, and sees ~~ 


«a» a yellow steam wafting up from remnants of flesh. 


She turns away, gags, swallows hard. HT AT 
LARRY 
Some poor bastard couldn't take the pain. 
His words just hang there. abs 
RITA 


...You're right. I must be strong. 


LARRY 
good. 


He serves her a dish with three eggs. 


She sits and starts to eat while he scoops up the eggs straight 
from the pan. The sight of -- 


-= the yellow -~ ins 
w= overwhelms her. Gagging, she runs out. 

INT. BATHROOM DAY 

Rita is kneeling in front of the bowl. She throws up. 


Larry enters. He's annoyed. Wiping her mouth she turns. is 
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LLOYD 
Camptown ladies sing dis gong...a1i 
deo-dah day...Z get get cut, but who 
has key, doo-day doo-day.-.who has 
key, doo~day doo-dah... 


CUT TO: 
EXT. STREET - MANHATTAN DAY 


Two cats cautiously inspect a dog lying dead on the sidewalk. The 
cats take off. Larry Underwood and Rita Blakemoor approach. 

Larry carries a rifle slung over his shoulder and a satchel on his 
back. Rita holds a handkerchief in front of her mouth and nose. 


They pick their way over rotting bodies and pass people mouldering 
inside stalled cars. And a yellowish steam rises off the decaying 
flesh. It's tough on Rita but she soldiers on, her spandex legs 
scissoring, her open-toed shoes with heels clicking. Her feet are 
bleeding. 


A MAN shocks Larry and Rita. He lurches out of a doorway right in 
front of them. His face is twisted with pain and he's very sick. 
His feverish eyes stare at the couple. He talks with a rasp. 


MAN 
fhe pretty get to live?!.,.not fair... 


With both hands the man lifts a heavy revolver-~-a finger already 
pressing the trigger--on Larry, before Larry can get his rifle. 
Larry freezes. Rita shrieks. 


The shriek echoes. The man's arms begin to shake and then go 
slack. Larry grabs Rita by the hand and leads her away at a fast 
run.--The man stumbles after then. 


EXT, ENTRANCE TO LINCOLN TUNNEL DAY 


Larry and Rita appear at a run and slow to a halt in front of the 
unlit opening. Stalled traffic funnels down to two lanes of cars 
which disappear into the dark. 


Rita, and Larry too, hesitate to enter. They hear a shout some 
way off, and they turn te see =-~ 


=- the figure of the man with the revolver weaving toward them, 
not making it and slumping against a wall. 


Larry and Rita turn back to face the dark inside the tunnel and 
each other. Larry notices ner bleeding feet. 


LARRY 
Fuck! What kind of dumb shoes are those 
to be wearing? Fuck, where's your head? 


RITA 
Larry...don't swear. Please. 


He hesitates a long moment, steels himself and heads into the 


tunnel. 


LARRY 
And you didn't tell me?! 


RITA 
I didn't want te be a problem. 


LARRY 
So now we've got a real problem. Fuck. 
Think of all the shoe stores we passed. 
We're not going back. 


RITA 
I understand. I'm sorry -~ 


LARRY 
Sorry!? You're fucking sorry? That 
ain't good enough. 


RITA 
Don't let me slow you down. 


LARRY 
I won't. I don't need this shit. 


RITA 
..eand I don't need you... considering 
the way you treat me. 


LARRY 
I'm going... 
(a sigh) 
Come on if you want. 


RITA 
Ne. You don't need me. 


LARRY 
Yeah, right. 


INSIDE TUNNEL - NEAR ENTRANCE 


The figure of Rita recedes as Larry makes his way into the 


increasing darkness. 


LARRY 
Fuck her. I gave her her chance. 


EXT. LINCOLN TUNNEL 


Rita doesn't know what to do. 
with the revolver. He's on his feet again, weaving in her 


direction. 


4g 


DAY 


DAY 


She looks to the figure of the man 
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She turns to the dark opening, and hisses in Larry's direction. 
She starts back the way they came. 


INSIDE TUNNEL - FURTHER ALONG NEAR DARKNESS 


Larry gropes his way forward between stalled cars. Faint light 
comes from a few dying headlights. The yellow-hued darkness is 
steamy het and crawling with decay.--Larry steps on someone's 
face, the echoing crunch brings him up short. He sees the damage 
ne's done, and disgusted he lurches onward. 


only to come face to face with a standing body...which gasps for 
breath. Its rotting face is sliding off its skull.--Larry turns, 
scrambles over bodies in panic. 


He stops to catch his breath, steady his nerves. He holds onto 
the window frame of a car. He is dumbfounded by a hideous, 
rattling voice: 
ROTTING FACE 
I like fried chicken. 


Larry Locks down at the owner of the voice, the driver of the car 
whose ROTTING FACE grins and bites into Larry's hand.~-Larry yanks 
it away, sending teeth and tissue flying. 


Larry bolts onward. 


He stops. He's shaking, and he struggles to get a grip on 
himself. Finally, a mutter: 
LARRY 
Got to go back and get a 
flashlight...and the bitch. 


He starts back... 


...Every nerve bristling, he's going fast when-~behind him--he 
hears a haunting whimper. 


He freezes and slowly turns. He glimpses a human shape climb up 
over a car. He backs away unsiinging tne rifle. Unnerved, he 
calls out: 
LARRY 
WHO'S THERE? 


His words ricochet off the walis, and in his echo Larry hears an 

echoing shriek.--In panic, Larry shoots where he sees winking red 
smudges of light and faint flitting shadows suggesting something 

flailing about. He shoots once, twice and the shrieking becomes 

something that sounds like: "LARRY! FOR GOD'S SAKE-~" 


Larry shoots a third time, and in the flashbulb image of the 
rifle's flare, he sees -- 


=- Rita. Wracked by wild sobbing she’s appealing to him. 


LARRY 
Rita!l? 


He hastens to her, she to him, 
They embrace; and as they part the emotional moment is over, and 
they are stiff with each other. 
RITA 
...Were you coming back for ne? 
LARRY 
...I knew you'd catch up. That's 
why I was taking it slow. 


RITA 
...You were right about the shoes. Look. 


She lifts a foot. She's wearing sneakers. 
LARRY 
RITA 
I stole them from a body...God, Larry, 
let's keep going before I change my mind. 


He returns her tentative smile. He takes her hand and leads on 
into the tunnel: and Larry and Rita disappear into the dark. 


EXT. CONCRETE SLOPE DAY 


Sunlight on her smiling face, the wind in her hair, Rita is helped 
up and onto her feet by Larry. They now stand before-~ 


EXT. MANHATTAN SEEN FROM NEW JERSEY DAY 
=- the city that rises up across the RIVER. Towers glint, a 
yellow heat warp rises toward the sky. And looking west they are 
offered -~ 

-~ a PANORAMA of the New Jersey INDUSTRIAL WASTELAND. 


LARRY 
New Jersey never smelled so good. 


Rita laughs. 


RITA 
..-GO easy on me, Larry. 


He's annoyed by the implied demand. 
cur TO: 
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INT, HOLDING CELLS - PRISON - PHOENIX, ARIZONA DUSK 


Lioyd Henreid still rocks, his head hitting the lock. Blood 
trickles down his face. He keeps up his routine of muttering and 
sing-songi he's in a trance and desperate. 


LLOYD 
The key...doo-dah doo-day... Someone 
somewhere... hear me... bring me the 
key...Camptown ladies sing dis... 


A CLANG of metal on metal somewhere in the prison is followed by 
echoing footsteps. Lloyd is jolted from the trance. He hears a 
seductive male voice some way off: 


VOICE 
Hoooe-hoess! Anybody home? 


Lloyd cocks his head as if he hadn't heard right. 


VOICE 
Going once. Going twice...Okay, I'm 
on my way...-~ 


LLOYD 
NOl DON'T GO! 


Lloyd strains to listen, and he hears nothing. He panics. 


LLOYD 
COME BACK! I'LL DO ANYTHING YOU 
WANT...IF YOU HAVE THE KEY... 


Lloyd begins furiously banging his head. 


LLOYD 
ANYTHING YOU WANT...ANYTHING... 
ANYTHING...Doo=day Doo-day..- 


His eyes roll back as he rocks...but they flash into position, 
staring ahead as the clocking of boots grows suddenly louder and 
louder as if a WALKIN’ DUDE was strutting te, and even humming, 
the song: "These Boots Are Made For Walking, Walking All Over 
you." 


The footsteps are louder still, and Lloyd lowers his eyes. A pair 
of cowboy boots whose silver filigree design suggests a claw--like 
in Stu's dream--stops in front of the cage. Lloyd slowly lifts 
his eyes. 


He sees above the boots tight faded jeans, a suggestive crotch, a 
belt studded with astrological signs, a denim jacket. And Lleyd 
will see the face BUT WE WON'T. 


CUT BEHIND the cowboy: 
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WALKIN’ DUDE 
Boo! 


Lloyd gasps in fright, recoils. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Hey, Lloyd, everything's purely all right. 


LLOYD 
...You know my name?! 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
you must've said it when you was 
moanin' and groanin’. 


The Walkin' Dude opens a Gideon motel Bible which HIDES his face; 
his eyes~~in the dark slit between the top of the Bible and the 
brim of his badass Stetson--gleam oddly. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Listen up, Lloyd, I'm gonna read from 
the good book: “The exalted shall be 
abased and the mighty shall be brought 
low and the stiff-necked shall be broken.” 
You know who they are. They've been on your 
case since you could walk, right? And you 
know what it says about people like you? 
It says: "Blessed are the poor in spirit"-- 
that's them who don't have too much smarts-~ 
“for they shall inherit the Earth." 


LLOYD 
...You make me feel good. But Mister, 
I'm hungry. You do have the key? 


The Walkin! Dude kneels in front of Lloyd on the other side of the 
bars; gloam and Stetson CONCEAL his face; just a twilight beam 
reflected from the high window brushes his lips.--The Walkin' Dude 
begins to flip the pages of his Bible. 


Lioyd sees a tumbling key appear in the margin as if it was 
Tijuana bible. He grabs for the key but grasps nothing. 


LLOYD 
It’s just a trick. A fuckin' trick. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
You want it to be real, it'll be real. 


Again the Walkin! Dude flips the pages. Again the key appears. 
Lloyd reaches for it and grabs a soft ethereal key that slips from 
his hand. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
You don't want it enough. When you said, “I'll 
do anything you want," you didn't mean it. 
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LLOYD 
I did. T did. 


Lloyda concentrates, becoming lustful. Again the pages flip and 
Lloyd grabs 4 glinting silver key. The Walkin! Dude snaps the 
Bible closed. Lloyd stares at the key in awe. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
The key to the kingdom! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. CORNFIELD STRANGE TWILIGHT 


Stu Redman glances back in fear. He stumbles through the high 


corn, fighting the stalks, pursued by a presence. 


Where Stu has stepped, the cowboy boot of the Walkin’ Dude--its 
silver filigree claw shining--falls. The next footfall is not the 
boot but a claw. 


stu looks back and catches a fuzzy glimpse--of a wolf the height 
of a man-~chasing hin. 


Stu runs faster, stumbling out =-~ 
EXT. SHACK ~- SMALL HOMESTEAD STRANGER TWILIGHT 
== of the CORNFIELD and into the open. 


Among aging barns Stu sees a shack where a light shines dimly. 
From within a Negro woman's voice sings a spiritual of deliverance 
to the plucking of a banjo.--The sounds of the foot(?) falls 
growing louder behind him, Stu bolts toward the shack. 


He runs and runs and--like in a dream--he never gets there, yet 
the buoyant music gives him the strength to keep going. -~He 
notices the dark shape of a huge wolf(?) slink from one barn to 
another. 


stu renews his effort and races up onto the porch of the shack. 
He's too out of breath to call. He glances through a dusty window 
and sees ~~ 


-= an ANCIENT BLACK WOMAN playing the banjo and singing joyously. 
A low eerie growl, and Stu bolts to the door. 


Stu is about to open it when an animal snout--huge in the 
FOREGROUND--goes for his ear. Its tongue flicks out, -~ 


EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NEW HAMPSHIRE DAWN 


=- ang Stu, who's lying on his stomach in a sleeping bag--wakes up 
with a fright and reaches for 4 hunting rifle. 


Overcoming the shock, Stu sees that it's an Irish setter Looming 
ovar nim sager to lick his face. He locks at the dog's name tag. 


Ag 


stu 
Kojack...are you the last dog on Earth? 


Kojack barks and wags his tail. Stu likes him. Stu has set up 
camp with brand new camping gear. 
CUT To: 


EXT, ROAD ~- COUNTRYSIDE ~ NEW ENGLAND DAY 


Larry Underwood rides a brand new 1200 cc Harley. He swerves to 
avoid the stalled traffic. Rita Blakemoer rides pillion, and 
desperately hangs onto Larry. They shout over the roar. 


LARRY 
Too fast for you? 


RITA 
>. NO. 


She is lying. 


The Harley sails up over A RISE, when Larry sees beyond it two 
cars stalled sideways across the road--the aftermath of an 
accident--and too close to avoid. Rita shrieks. 


Larry swerves abruptly, foot to the blacktop, but the Harley 
topples, and Rita and Larry fall and slide, while the bike skids 
away. 


Larry picks himself up and looks over at Rita who's getting to her 
feet much more slowly. 
LARRY 
You okay? 


RITA 
...I think I am. 


She's lying. When he looks toward the Harley, she grimaces 
fiercely, silently. 
RITA 
How about you? 
Larry flexes his body, winces. 


LARRY 
I'll be okay. 


He gees to the bike. While’s he's not looking, Rita holds her 
hip-~she could scream it hurts so much. 


Larry's got the bike upright-~it starts at first kick. 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. ROAD ~ SMALL TOWN ~ ARIZONA BEFORE SUNSET 


Slurping through a straw, Lleyd Henreid finishes a carton of 
chocolate milk. He quickens his pace to catch up with the Walkin’ 
Dude whe heads west inte the setting sun. 


The Walkint Dude's gait ie strong, and just a teuch swishy. His 
boots clock on the asphalt. His face is AGAINST the low rays of 
the gun.-~Lioyd tags alongside, a quarter of a step behind. 


LLOYD 
Master, tell me more. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
I ran with the rebels, revolutionaries 
and radicals in the late Sixties. I 
could even pass for black. But something 
happened--a real bummer. When I spoke at 
rallies, the microphones screamed with 
wild feedback, circuits would blow... 


LLOYD 
Weird. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
But then I rode shotgun on Charles 
Manson's dunebuggy! 


LLOYD 
Wow!..,You been around. 


His profile AGAINST the glare, the Walkin' Dude glances at Lloyd. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
I fought for the South. 


The joke, oF truth, is lost on Lloyd. The Walkin' Dude's voice 
becomes increasingly rapt: 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Lloyd, can you taste it? There's magic 
in the air. The magic of once, of a 
time before history, returns to earth... 
All this sudden dying-- 


They pass bodies in the street and inside stalled cars. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
== it's the labor pains of the world..- 
and I’m being reborn...now I really 
come into my own. Now I will be 
everyone's dream come true, or their 
worst nightmare. 


The clocking of the boots has changed into a disquieting squish. 
Lloyd looks down. 
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The Walkin' Dude is stepping on air, his boots an inch off the ground, 
the raking sunlight shining under them. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Lloyd, my friend, do you believe me? 


Lloyd swallows hard. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. MT. RUSHMORE - TWILIGHT 

The stern faces of the nation's patriarchs. Their sightless eyes stare 
off into the distance: a prodigious ZOOM ACROSS ridges and rivers 
THROUGH towns and PAST roads empty of people, to the cornfield -- 


EXT. SMALL HOMESTEAD - SHACK - STRANGE TWILIGHT 
-- and a figure running in slo-mo toward the shack. It's Stu Redman's 
dream again, except the figure is Larry Underwood. 


Larry reaches the door and opens it and sees the old black woman 
singing and strumming the banjo. He's about to step inside, when a 
huge paw clamps down on his shoulder. And -- 


-- Larry turns to face the Walkin' Dude. The dreamlight and the 
Stetson make it impossible to see his face ... but for a leer on his 
lips. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Don't you want to be a rock star 
more than anything? 


LARRY 
Yeeros 


INT. SMALL TENT - FIRST LIGHT 


LARRY 
== eesss! 


Screaming, Larry jolts awake. His naked body is entwined with Rita's. 
Larry breaks away from her strong embrace, and shakes off the dream. 
He looks Rita over, turned on. Jokey sing-song: 


LARRY 
Baby, can you dig your man? 


He shakes her. She doesn't budge. 


LARRY 
Rita? 
No response. He's worried. 


LARRY 
Rita, are you all right? Wake up, Rita. 


He sees the half-closed eyelids, the cloudy eyes. He's aghast. 


His gaze falls on her open handbag full of medicine bottles. He 
grabs the bag, and -- 


EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - CHURCH - NEW ENGLAND FIRST LIGHT 


=- naked he bursts from the tent which is set up by the Harley. 
Larry pulls out an empty bottle and reads the label. 


LARRY 
Darvon. 
(another empty bottle) 
Percodan. 


The other bottles--he shakes them--still have pills in them. 


LARRY 
Jesus. She only took the painkillers 
.. must've hurt herself in the spill... 
bad. I didn't even notice. What a 
bastard I am. We even made love, and 
I didn't notice. 


He's furious at himself. He cries to heaven: 
LARRY 
GOD, HEAR ME. I AM AN ASSHOLE. A 
FUCKING ASSHOLE! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. SUBURBIA ~ NEW ENGLAND DAY 


Stu Redman, rifle cradled in his arms, and Kojack pass through a 
YARD when they both see 4 rabbit on a LAWN ahead. 


Stu gets ready to shoot but Kojack takes off after the rabbit, and 
they both disappear. Stu shakes his head, and continues in their 
direction. 

He passes through a GARDEN. He calis. 


STU 
Kojack! Come back, boy. 


Stu waits. No Kojack. 


Stu comes up to a SWIMMING POOL near a major STREET which is 
jammed with vehicles. 


STU 
Kojacki 


te's a familiar landscape of fresh ruins; the silence is 
otherworldly. Stu sits in a chaise under a Cinzano umbrella, 
listening to the silence... 


...Stu freezes when he sees three wolves stop by the pool to 
drink. The animals are alarmed by a sound and bolt. 


It's a rumble, and it's suddenly terrifyingly loud, and Stu rises 
to see a monster, a mechanical monster, climbing up and over 
stalled cars. 


stu, rifle in hand, walks toward the big four-wheel drive pick-up 
truck with oversize tires which heads his way- 


HAROLD LAUDER, a large seventeen-year-old nerd, drives the Big 
Foot. FRANNIE GOLDSMITH, a very attractive twenty-one-year~old, 
is Harold's passenger.--They see Stu, and Frannie hands Harold a 
rifle. 


Stu stops. The Big Foot stops. Stu holds his rifle dangling and 
raises an empty hand. 
STU 
Hi. 


His smile is easy. His heart beats in his throat. 
The rifle level on Stu, Harold eyes him nervously. 


STU 
Great idea to ride a Big Foot with all 
the stalled traffic...but, sonny, do 
you have to point that gun at me? 


Harold smarts at being called "senny.* Frannie looks Stu over. 


FRANNIE 
I think he's all right, Harold. 


Harold is tense, not buying. He gets out without the gun, but a 
pistol is holstered low on his hips, like a gunslinger of old. 
Frannie also gets out, leggy in her cut-offs. Stu glances at her, 
and Harold catches the look. 


FRANNIE 
Harold. I really think he's okay. 


HAROLD 
How are we supposed to know that? 


St 
STU 


Well, I'm glad to see you, if that 
makes any difference. 


Harold's still not buying. Frannie smiles. 
EXT. POOLSIDE LATE DAY 


The Big Foot is pulled up on the LAWN. Stu, Harold and Frannie 
are resting uneasily on garden furniture. 


HAROLD 
Frannie, I don't buy Mr. Redman's 
story about waiting for a dog. 


FRANNIE 
Why would Stu lie to us? 


HAROLD 
How do I know what he's really got on 
his mind? It could be murder and rape. 


FRANNIE 
Harold! That's awful. 


STU 
Frannie, Harold is only being protective 
...eAnd Harold, I don't believe in rape 
myself..,but maybe you know something 
about it I don't. 


Stu has touched a chord--Harold was devouring Frannie with his 
eyes. Harold seethes. Frannie leaps to her feet. 


FRANNIE 
Cut it out. I need a moment by myself. 
Can I trust you two not to shoot it out? 


HAROLD 
Z'll keep an eye out for you. 


FRANNIE 
I'm sure Stu is just as much of a 
gentleman as you are, Harold. 
Frannie disappears behind the vehicle. Harold turns to Stu. 


HAROLD 
Stay away from her, buddy. She's my girl. 


STU 
Does she know that? 
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HAROLD 
{flustered and pompous} 
...In due time she'll know. I'm not 
rushing things. I love her. 


STI 

...Harold, I don't want to cut in. 
HAROLD 

Promise? 
STU 


Yeah. I promise. 


LATER EVENING 


Frannie cooks on the barbecue. Stu--Harold's eyes follow him-~ 
steps up for a second helping. She speaks under her breath. 


FRANNIE 
I owe Harold. He has looked after me. 


STU 
(softly) 
I understand. He's young and he's gotta 
learn a girl isn't a cookie jar. 


She smiles a little smile.--Harold calls out. 


HAROLD 
What's he saying to you, Frannie? 


FRANNIE 
. Stu was saying he likes my cooking. 


Frannie gives Stu a wry look, and Stu returns to his seat. Harold 
smarts. 


LATER NIGHT 


The embers in the barbecue collapse shaking the three from their 
private broodings. 
STU 
When we met we were both doing the 
same thing. 


HAROLD 
..-What was that? 


STU 
Looking for other people....I'd like 
to tag along with you if you'd have me. 


HAROLD 
Ne. 
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HAROLD 
No. 


FRANNIE 
Harold, don't I get a vote? 


Stu chuckles, and Harold's and Frannie's eyes turn to him. 


STU 
Is it gonna start all over again? 


Harold and Frannie don't understand. 


STU 
Two people and you have an argument. 
Three people, and we're already voting. 
Four, and we'll be building a monument to 
someone. Five, and one of us will be different. 
Six, and we'll hate him. Seven, and it'll 
be World War Three 


HAROLD 
I think we can do better than that, Mr. 
Redman ... if there's an inspired 


leader. 
Stu and Frannie know who aspires to inspired leadership. 
HAROLD 
Frannie, you've had a long day. Time 
to tuck in. Here. 


He goes to Frannie and gives her a pill, taking one for himself. 


FRANNIE 
Maybe you should offer Stu one. 


STU 
One what? 
HAROLD 
A Veronal. 
FRANNIE 


It stops the bad dreams. 


STU 
Dreams of a cornfield? 
FRANNIE 
Yes! And... 
STU 
A boogeyman ?! 
FRANNIE 


Yes. And a woman in a shack? 


STU 
A black woman picking banjo -- 


FRANNIE 
Harold, Stu's had the same dream watve had. 


HAROLD 
I heard. 


STU 
We've survived and we have the same 
dream...maybe that's why...-~ 


HAROLD 
I had already deduced that, Mr. Redman. 


FRANNIE 
Harold and I think the cornfield is a real 
place...Harold thinks it could be in Nebraska. 


HAROLD 
Frannie, please. 


STU 
So you were heading west. 


HAROLD 
A Veronal for you, Mr. Redman. You'll be 
spared the bad dream. 


FRANNIE 
Harold knows what he's talking about. 


Harold swills down his pill, offers the bottle of juice to Stu, 
who swallows the pill. Harold cleans the top of the bottle with 
his sleeve and offers the drink to Frannie. 


Frannie takes a sip.--Stu notices that she has palme the pill, 
and when she thinks nobody's watching, she tosses it away. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. TOP OF OIL TANK - INDIANA NIGHT 


Jerking feet, thundering echoes. Trash thrashes about on the huge 
steel drum. 
TRASH 
Got the electrosheck shakes. Dance, 
Trash, dance. Ohi 


Trash remembers something: a rag is on fire and it snakes up and 
into an open portal of the tank. 


TRASH 
Hey, Trash, Lit any good fires 
recently? Have I ever! 


He takes off. 
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EXT. WINDING STAIRS - OIL TANK NIGHT 
Trash comes stumbling two, three, many steps at a time. 


TRASH 
Go, Trash, go! 


INTERCUT: the fire creeps along the burning rag and ints the 
tank. 


EXT. PETROLEUM REFINERY NIGHT 
trash reaches the bottom of the steps and bolts away. 


TRASH 
Run, pyro, runi 


INTERCUT: the flames spill down into the great cavity. 


Trash runs, but he's still damn close to the oil tank. KA- 
WHAAMMM . 


An enormous explosion. Trash is lifted off his feet and sent 
flying. 


He lands, skidding on the ground.--Trash's eyes burn with fervor. 
He starts to rise when-~ 


=KA-WHAAMMM-KA-BOOMMM. Other tanks explode. The whole refinery 
and the sky above light up. Trash steadies himself against the 
blasts. He's in ecstasy: 
TRASH 
"Let dere be light"...and ashes. 
Hey, Trash, wanna burn the world 
down?...Yeah! 


Fire rains from above. It ignites Trash's sleeve. He stares at 
the flames mesmerized and experiences the pain: 


TRASH 

Wow, dees it hurt! Loony, put it out. 
About te faint from the pain, he slaps at the flames -- and he 
SWOONS. s 
EXT. CORNFIELD TWILIGHT 


trash stumbles backwards and an unnaturally large wolf is upon 
him. Trash's scream becomes a gasp of relief. The wolf licks the 
charred flesh on Trash's arm, salving it with silvery saliva. 


The wolf puts a Stetson upon its head, cocked low so WE DON'T SEE 
the face, and -~ 


=the Walkin’ Dude rises to stand before Trash. 
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WALKIN' DUDE 
Go west, young man. 


The Walkin' Dude starts off through the high cornstalks. Trash scrambles 
in pursuit. 


TRASH 
Why ?! 


The Walkin' Dude doesn't stop and only half-turns. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
To be my fireman. 


TRASH 
(disgusted) 
Fireman?! 


Trash stops, giving up the chase. He hears the black woman SINGING some 
way off; and through an opening in the corn Trash sees -- -- the shack. He 
starts for it, when suddenly, shockingly close, the Walkin' Dude whispers 
in Trash's ear. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
My fireman: he makes fires. I need 
a top bombadier in my army. 


TRASH 
Bombadier? -- Napalm? Frag bombs?! 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Yes, someone in charge of ordinance. 
Follow your heart's desire ... and 
in the City of Lights, I will welcome 
you. You hear? 


The Walkin' Dude takes off into the field. Trash follows, cornstalks 
slapping at him. And -- 


EXT. ROAD - SOME DISTANCE FROM REFINERY - DAY 


-- now awake he staggers away, a huge plume of smoke rising up behind him. 
His scorched arm is salved with Vaseline which he scoops from a jar. 


TRASH 
You want the Great Fire? You bet. 
My life for you! 


He continues westward, his resolve strengthened. 


CUT TO: 


in 


EXT. CORNFIELD TWILIGHT 


A wind stirs the tall stalks which throw weird shadows, make 
weirder music. Larry Underwood is fleeing, seeing danger in ali 
directions, when-~ 


EXT. SMALL HOMESTEAD - SHACK STRANGE TWILIGHT 


--he stumbles cut of the field. Ahead, Larry sees the shack which 
SEEMS ODDLY remote. He doesn't see the four Women who are quick 
upon him. 


The girl Larry kicked out of the Malibu house, the Young Woman whe 
rode with him when he escaped the house, his Mother and Rita 
Blakemoor talk -- screech -~ in quick succession:" “You're not a 
nice guy, Larry," “You're an asshole,” "You haven't borrowed 
money?" "Don't let me slow you down." As each woman vents her 
disapproval, like Furies of old they tear his limbs off. Larry 


screams - 


Larry lies in a bloody mess, his legs and arms separated from his 
head and torso. But WITH THE LOGIC OF A NIGHTMARE, a leg jerks 
toward the hip socket from which it was wrenched and a snaking 
hand starts to push the leg back into place,-- 


sewhen the Walkin' Dude's boots stomp down on the leg and the 
hand, pinning them. Larry looks up in panic. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Only I can put you back together, 
Larry. Only I can make you the rock 
star you should have been. 


He kneels by Larry-~his face CONCEALED by his Stetson--yet beneath 
the prim one eye gleams. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
(seductively) 
Follow me...some rock'n'rollers call 
me Natas-- 


LARRY 
Leave-- 
INT. PARLOR - OLD FARMHOUSE - NEW ENGLAND NIGHT 
LARRY 


“ome alione. 


Larry wakes up in a sweat.-~it takes him a long moment to realize 
that a striking weman of thirty-seven with luxuriant black hair 
shot through with strands of white and pinned up school-marn 


style, NADINE CROSS, is staring at hin. 


NADINE 
¥ou dream of him toc. 
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LARRY 
...Who do I dream of? 


NADINE 
The mysterious cowboy coming through 
the corn. 
LARRY 
++:And the old black woman inside 
the shack? 
NADINE 
I must find her. 
LARRY 
«ee Why? 
NADINE 
I want her to look into my heart. 
LARRY 
oo oP 
NADINE 


She looked up at me when I peered 
into her shack...and I knew she 
could see into my heart. 


LARRY 
This is in the dream? 

NADINE 
Of course... Mr.? 


Larry rises and offers his hand. 
LARRY 
Larry Underwood. 


NADINE 
Nadine Cross. 


Larry and Nadine shake hands. She is college educated, her manner 
refined. 
NADINE 
Then there's Joey...Joey?!...JOZY, NO! 


A seven-year-old boy, JOEY, charges at Larry with a carving knife 
lifted high. 


Larry pushes himself up. Joey drives the blade inte the sofa 
inches below Larry's crotch. If Larry hadn't moved he would have 
been impaled through the genitals. Nadine handles the hoy 
roughly, but with love. 


~ NADINE 
Joey. Don't you ever do anything 
like that again. Everi 


Larry shifts gingerly from the awkward position. Joey yanks out 


an 


the knife. The boy has huge sensitive eyes and is feral, dressed 


only in dirty underpants. 
NADINE 


Joey, this is Larry. 


The boy snarls at Larry. 
NADINE 
Go and play, Joey. rry and I have 
to taik. 


_ Joey raises the knife against Nadine. She glares at the boy. 


NADINE 
Didn't you hear me!? 


Joey saunters off. Larry tries to get his bearings. 


LARRY 
He's not yours? 


NADINE 
Not only is he not mine...I've never 
allowed myself to be in a situation 
that could lead up to the conception 
of a child. 


Larry's not sure he's understood right. 


LARRY 
You're...?-= 


NADINE 
I've kept myself...for the man of my dreams. 


LARRY 
.. Are you talking about the man in your 
dreams or the man ef your dreams? 


NADINE 
Years ago I played the Ouija board, and 
it told me to wait...I thought it was you. 


LARRY 
What?! 

NADINE 
Yes. Joey--I don't know his real name-- 
and I fell in together a few days ago. 
Yesterday I saw you walking through the 
countryside...and I was overcome by a 
feeling...maybe you're the Ouija board 
man. Joey and I watched you break in 
here...and while you slept we sneaked in. 
I lit the fire and put on this beautiful 
old dress--it must have belonged to 
someone's grandmother. 
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larry stares- Nadine unpins her hair and it falls te her waist. 
The fire casts a warm glow. 


Larry notices--the ominous squeak announces ite-that Joey is 
cruising ina pedal car in the PASSAGEWAY. Larry turns back to 


the strange ravishing aloof presence that is Nadine. He screws up 
his courage. 


LARRY 
Se am I the man of your dreams? 


NADINE 
...I really doubt it...but I don't 
see why we can't be friends...and 
Joey needs a mother and a father. 


Larry has nothing to add. Then he does. 
LARRY 
"Natas." Do you know what "Natas" 
could mean? 


Nadine thinks on it and smiles darkly. 


NADINE 
Write it down. 


Larry does, in caps. 
NADINE 
Hold it up to the mirror. 


He does. It spells: 


LARRY 
Satan. 
He feigns nonchalance badly. 
cur TO: 
EXT. MAIN STREET - TOWN - KANSAS DAY 


Two young men on bikes. A twenty-two-year old with a pained but 
expressive face, NICK ANDROS, pedals a ten-speed. The ether, a 
happy-go-lucky idiot, TOM CULLEN, rides an old-fashioned boy's 
Schwinn, with a horn attached.--Tom, who is riding behind and 
catching up with Nick, honks the horn. 


Nick doesn't appear to hear it. Tom pulls alongside, and gestures 
to help himself explain. 


TOM 
Tom's tummy hurt. 


Nick gives him the thumb and forefinger circle, and motions for 
Tom to follow; and he rides ahead. 


INT, LARGE DEPARTMENT STORE DAY 


Tom takes a swig of Pepto-Bismol, and Nick motions that it's 
enough- 
TOM 
Holy gee, tummy is better. 


Nick and Tom wander into the WOMEN'S BEAUTY SECTION. They pass a 
thicket. of mannequins, and Nick smells something. He stops and 
turns te a mannequin holding an open bottle of perfume. Ton 
stares at her. 


She blinks: a sexy seventeen-year-old, gussied up and 
accessorized, JULIE LAWRY, steps from the pedestal. 


JULIE 
Hi, boys! I'm Julie. 


Tom jumps in fright. 
TOM 
Holy gee, a girl! 


JULIE 
A woman, if you don't mind. You are? 


TOM 
I'm Tom and I can't read and I can't write, =- 


Nick is staring at Julie, taken and afraid; she at him, brazenly. 


TOM 
=-and this is my dumb'n'deaf friend. 


JULIE j 
Just my fucking luck...a deafmute 
and a retard. 


Nick points to his eyes and then to her lips. She holds his hand 
next to her lips. 
JULIE 
You can read lips? 


Nick neds. 
JULIE 
I was se spooked all alone, with 
everybody dead...I‘m so glad to see 
you I don't care what you are. Really. 
{to Nick) 
And you're sort of cute. 


She hugs him pressing her body against his. Nick can't helieve 
it. He gesticulates te protest. 


JULIE 
t's quite okay if you're virgin. And 
...I've got a ton of condoms in here. 


She shakes her large shoulder bag. 


TOM 
Holy gee! 


Tom empathizes with Nick's excitement and anxiety. He watches 
Julie Lead Nick away.--Tom doesn't know what to do. 


EXT. /INT. BEDROOM SUITE WINDOW DISPLAY - DEPARTMENT STORE DAY 


A P.O.V. CLOSES in on Nick and Julie entwined in post-coital 
slumber behind the glass... 


EXT. CORNFIELD TWILIGHT 


...Nick and Julie are asleep in each other's arms. She wakes up 
and blows in Nick's ear, waking him. 


NICK 
What are you doing? 


JULIE 
Time to go at it again. 


Nick is astonished...ecstatic. 


NICK 
But I can speak, and I can hear! 


Julie's hair begins to rise up, and she smiles. Hands push 
through the hair from behind. The Walkin' Dude's gleaming eye 
peers out. 


Nick recoils. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
Do my bidding and you'll say everything 
that's worth saying and you'll hear 
everything that's worth hearing. 


NICK 
But I'm afraid of you. It's wro-o~0..-. 


Nick can't finish the word. He can no longer speak. Nick looks 
away. He strains to see through the cornstalks-- 


w-the SHACK beyond the field. 
Nick crawls toward it, away from Julie's embrace. 


The Walkin' Dude -- CONCEALED by the Stetson -~ kisses Julie's 
shoulder. She shudders. He whispers in her ear. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Bring me tokens of your gevotion. I 
wait for you in the City of Lights. 
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INT. /EXT- BEDROOM SUITE WINDOW ~ DEPARTMENT STORE DAY 


Wick wakes up as he frees himself from Julie's arms. Julie also 
wakes, and she's smiling. 


Apprehensive, still under the spell of the dream, Nick hastily 
dresses .--Julie slips into a clinging pink sweater, not bothering 
with the rest of her clothes. She draws a revolver from her bag 
and points it at Nick. 
JULIE 

You're gonna be one of my gifts... 

tokens...for Him. Move it. I want 

the retard too. 


Nick half raises his hands and starts to move in the direction she 
indicates with the gun. She calls: 


JULIE 
fom! Come here, boy. 


Tom speeds toward them on his bike, surprising both Julie and 
Nick. 


Tom careens past Julie, knocking the hand with the revolver, 
unbalancing her. 


Tom swerves behind an aisle, disappearing. Nick bolts away. 
Julie shoots in his direction. 
EXT. DEPARTMENT STORE ~- STREET DAY 


Nick comes running out and reaches his ten-speed where Tom is 
waiting. They start to ride off. 


Julie charges out after them, and unloads the revolver; each time 
the kick unsteadies her. She's furious. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH COUNTRYSIDE - NEW ENGLAND DAY 


Nadine Cross, Larry Underwood and Joey trek single file under the 
neon sun. 


Wary, Larry glances back at Joey as the boy whacks stones with a 
stick, sending them flying...one dangerously close.--They pass 
stalled cars. 
NADINE 
It if weren’t for all the cars 
blocking the roads, we could drive 
there. 
LARRY 
We'll get bicycles. 


NADINE 
No. Tac slow. 
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She continues, leading...and-~ 
EXT. ROAD THROUGH TOWN DAY 
--they walk down Main Street, jammed with cars. 
NADINE 


Larry, why do you suppose there are 
so many cars? 


LARRY 
I guess people thought they could 
escape... 

NADINE 


I figure it differently. A lot of 
people didn't want to die where they 
lived. They wanted to go home. To 
their folks, to their kids, who 
knows where... 


Her sadness and sympathy give way to joy: 


NADINE 
Hey! We're here. Joey, break the window. 


She has stopped in front of a MOTORBIKE DEALERSHIP. Joey smashes 
the plate glass. With sinking heart, Larry knows what's coming: 


NADINE 
We're going to travel by motorbike. 
I'm going to learn how to ride one. 


LARRY 
I don't advise it. 


NADINE 
I can ride a bicycle, and I know 
about a clutch. 
INT. MOTORBIKE STORE DAY 
Nadine steps inside, Larry following. 


LARRY 
Nadine, it's not that easy. 


He grabs her by the arm to pull her away. 
NADINE 
Can't you teach me? And de you have 
to hurt me? 


She glares at him. He sees that he's squeezing her arm, his 
fingers buried in the soft flesh. He lets go. 


LARRY 
Tim sorry. 


vA 
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EXT. ROAD THROUGH TOWN DAY 


The engine of a Honda 360 is revving. Nadine, her antique dress 
hiked high, is in the seat. Larry's behind her, his hands on 
hers.-~There's an implicit intimacy in their posture. At least 
that's what Larry believes Joey sees. 


Joey~~Locking str ight at Larry--cracks open a melon with his big 
stick. 


Larry swallows hard and returns his attention to Nadine. 
LARRY 
Okay. Less idle and real slow with 
the clutch. 


The Honda lurches forward dangerously. 


LARRY 
Slow her down! 


The Honda jerks to a halt, skidding. Larry puts his feet to the 
ground to stop them from toppling. 


LARRY 
Damn it, Nadine. Your right foot 
brakes the rear wheel, your right 
hand the front wheel. Get it? 


She glances back with a disarming smile. 
NADINE 
I think I'm doing fine, considering 
.. Here we gooo. 
She takes off with a few hiccups. 


NADINE 
Sorry about that. 


she glides on down Main Street, Larry holding on behind. 
LATER DAY 


Joey is indulging his destructive urge when he sees Nadine and 
Larry returning.--Nadine pulls up jerkily. Larry gets off. 


NADINE 
I think we should get going. Larry, 
get yourself a motorbike. 


LARRY 
Whati? Ge now?! Nadine, you're out 
ef your fucking mind. 
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NADINE 
But there's three, four hours of 
daylight left. 


Larry's ina towering rage...but he masters himself. 


LARRY 

Nadine, I'd rather you practiced some more. 
NADINE 

okay- 
LARRY 


I'll try to go easier on you. 


NADINE 
You should. ..see you later. 


She smiles and takes off.--There's a grinding noise as Nadine 
shifts gears, and she glances back guiltily--Larry probably hasn't 
noticed. He is entering a store. 


Larry comes out of a MUSIC STORE with a guitar. He sits on the 
curb and starts strumming "Baby, Can You Dig Your Man?". He's 
calming himself.--Joey approaches casually, but he's swinging his 
stick. 


Larry senses that the kid is working himself up, but he keeps on 
strumming. Joey is fascinated by Larry's fingering, and he turns 
the stick-~Larry flinches--so it becomes a make believe guitar and 
he begins duplicating the fingering. 


Now Larry is fascinated. He hands the guitar to Joey. 


LARRY 
Go on... 


Joey takes the guitar and begins playing "Baby, Can You Did Your 
Man?", It's obviously the first time he's played. His fingering 
is awkward but he's quick to correct himself. The music is 
passable, when Joey makes a mistake. 


LARRY 
Let me show you. 


He reaches for the guitar. Joey hisses at him. He's hellbent on 
getting it right ali by himseif.--Ali along Nadine's Honda CAN BE 
HEARD weaving through the side streets. There's a sudden CRASH 
and a shriek. 

Larry bolts. 

EXT. SIDE STREET DAY 


Larry appears and runs up to Nadine who is lying on the ground and 
smiling sheepishly. 


NADINE 
I guess I got too ambitious. 


He pulls her up holding her in his arms. 


LARRY 
Damn it, Nadine. It's dangerous. 


NADINE 
..:It's also dangerous to be in your arms. 


She breaks the moment by wrenching herself free. She goes to the 
Honda and starts it. Larry watches. 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH TOWN NIGHT 


Open cans of food litter the pavement. A barbecue set up in front 
of the MOTORBIKE STORE casts a warm glow. The rest of the town is 
dark, Larry, Nadine and Joey finish eating. Nadine gets up, 
rubbing her behind. 
NADINE 
God, my tailbone sure hurts. I have 
to get some sleep. 


LARRY 
Nadine, Joey and I have a little surprise. 


Larry begins strumming his guitar, and Joey begins playing on 
another. They start "Baby, Can You Did Your Man?", Larry doing 
the accompaniment; and Joey-~grinning at Nadine--plays the tune. 


Nadine stares in disbelief. While playing: 


LARRY 
You didn't know. 

NADINE 
No. * 

LARRY 


He just started imitating me...I'm 
sure he's never played before. He's 
special... 


NADINE 
He's a prodigy. 


Joey finishes with a special flurry for Nadine. 


NADINE 
Ch Joey, thank you. 


JOEY 
».-Wekome. 


Larry and Nadine are astonished. She rushes to him, hugs hin. 
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NADINE 
Jeey, you can speak! 


Nadine kisses Joey, and Larry kisses Joey: and their eyes meet as 
they kiss the boy. 
cuT TO; 


EXT. CORNFIELD TWILIGHT 


Frannie Goldsmith escapes from a horror she dares not leok back 
at. Stalks slap at her face and body. She stumbles. And ahead 
she sees the CLEARING with the SHACK when the Walkin' Dude steps 
casually in front of her barring the way. 


The Walkin’ Dude pushes her to the ground. His studded jacket is 
slung. over his shoulder on a coat hanger. He removes the hanger-~ 
one of those cheap metal ones~-~and holding it like a weapon he 
kneels beside her. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
Open your legs, sweetie. 


Frannie shrieks. The Walkin' Dude easily forces her legs open, 
rips off her panties and begins to slide the hanger into her-~- 


EXT. FACTORY PARKING LOT - OHIO NIGHT 


~-when Frannie wakes up screaming and kicking. She is lying on 
the flatbed of the Big Foot, and her kicking on the metal resounds 
loudly. 


Harold, asleep over the cab, jerks awake. 


Stu~-asleep nearby-~yanks open his Sleeping bag and hurries to 
Frannie. Harold is already there, the light of his miner's helmet 
turned on. 
HAROLD 
Oh Frannie, what horrors haunt your 
dreams now? 
FRANNIE 
...I don't want to talk about it. 


HAROLD 
You should take two Veronal each 
night. I do. I can't let this 
dream rubbish mess with my thinking. 


Her eyes desperately seek out Stu's, but Stu looks away. 
EXT. GAS STATION & NOVELTY STORE - OHIO DAY 


The Big Foot is pulled up; and Harold finishes rigging a clever 
piece of machinery to pump gas out of the underground tank and 
inte the vehicle. 
STU 
Harold, I bet you were number one in 
your science class. 


HAROLD 
Number one in everything, Stu. 
Start gassing her up. 
the winks at Stu) 
I'll be right back. 


Harold heads for the store. Stu works the manual pump; and 
without stopping he talks to Frannie, softly. 


STU 
Frannie. You're leaving a trail of 
Veronals across America. 


He takes a fistful of pills out of his pocket. Frannie stares at 
Stu, amazed then nervous. 


STU 
I figured out why you're throwing them 
away. You're pregnant...you don't want 
to hurt the baby. 


FRANNIE 

It wasn't Harold. It happened before... 
STU 

I guessed as much. 


FRANNIE 
Don't tell Harold...or he'll kill me 
with kindness. 


STU 
It'll be our secret. 


stu keeps pumping. Frannie watches him full of yearning. She's 
about to say something when Harold approaches. He is laden with 


goodies. 
HAROLD 


For you, Frannie. 


He hands her a heart-shaped box of chocolates, a sexy nightie and 
a stuffed bear. She casts a despairing look at Stu. Stu answers 
with a stern glance.--Frannie bites the bullet. 


FRANNIE 
Thank you, Harold. 
(hugging bear) 
I love hin. 


HAROLD 
I love you toc. 


The words just tumble out of him. He realizes. - 


70. 
HAROLD 


Stu, let's move out. I want to get 
Frannie to the old black lady of her 
dreams. 


EXT. ROAD (ILLINOIS) - DAY 


In the cab of the Big Foot, Frannie is between Stu and Harold who is 
driving. Harold's teenage lust-crush for Frannie, Frannie's repressed 
yearning for Stu, and Stu's effort to stay aloof: the tension is 
palpable. Ahead there is a pile-up of cars. Harold slows down, looking 
for a way around or over. He eases toward a pickup which lies at an 
askew angle in the ditch, as if it had been trying to get around the 
traffic jam. Suddenly one woman, SUSAN STERN, appears at Harold's 
window, and another, DAYNA JURGENS, at Stu's. They both hold pistols 
leveled at the men's heads. 


SUSAN 
Which is it? The old woman or that 
swaggering dude? 


FRANNIE 
You've dreamed of the old black lady 
too? We think she's for real. 


DAYNA 
Hot damn. 
(calling) 
Girls, come on out. 
Two other women edge out of hiding. 


STU 
Would you mind getting those irons 
out of our faces. 


Susan, young, sensitive, and Dayna, handsome and tougher, lower their 
pistols. 


DAYNA 

We thought we were going crazy having 
the same dream. Like girls ina 
dorm, all getting their period at 
the same time. But if you guys had 
the same dream too -- it's an honest 
to God psychic experience. 

(to the other women) 
Hey, there's an extra guy here. 


Frannie stiffens.--Dayna smiles broadly and points to the pick- 
up. 
DAYNA 
That's our wheels down there. Are you 
going to pull er push? We might as weli 
travel together. I'm Dayna Jurgens. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. PARK - TOWN ~ OHIO DAY 


Where the two Honda motorbikes are parked, Larry, Nadine and Joey 
have camped overnight. Joey strums on his guitar. Larry sits by 
Nadine, and like proud parents they watch the prodigy.--Larry puts 
his arm around her but she stiffens. 


NADINE 
(discreet) 
I wish you wouldn't. 


LARRY 
You don't want me to? 


NADINE 
No. TI don't. 


Larry draws his arm back. But he's baffled. 


LARRY 
I don't know if I can believe you, 
Nadine. I feel vibes... 


She turns her face away, her eyes shiny with tears. 


JOEY 
L-lady. 


Joey jerks his thumb over his shoulder. A twenty-five-year old 
woman, a pretty no-nonsense mid-Westerner, LUCY SWANN, approaches 
at a run. 

Lucy 


Thank Heaven! People! 


Lucy stares at the three as if making sure she's not 
hallucinating. 
Lucy 
I was going crazy. I thought I heard 
people heading west. I could hear their 
engines....And then there are these nightmares-~- 


JOEY 
Monster man and lady with, with, funny guitar? 


Larry and Nadine are surprised by Joey's gush of words. 


Nadine hugs Joey. Larry watches them, a flux of emetions showing 
on his face.--Lucy observes the three. 


7 


LATER DAY 


Larry and Joey are packing the Hondas to hit the road. Lucy sees 
the chance to speak with Nadine alone. 


LUCY 

Nadine, tell me something. 
NADINE 

Yes, Lucy. 
LUCY 

Are you and Larry. ..together. 
NADINE 

We're friends. 
Lucy 


You know what I mean. 


NADINE 
...He desires me... 


Lucy 
Do you want him? Yes or no. 


Nadine glances at Larry and then away, off into the distance, then 
at Lucy again, avoiding her waiting gaze. Her mind racing, 
agitated, Nadine runs her hand through her hair--YOU COULD BELIEVE 
that it gets a bit whiter right in front of YOUR EYES. Finally: 


NADINE 
No. You ride with Larry. 


She's exhausted by the decision. Lucy glances at her hair not 
knowing what she's noticing, but she shudders. 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH INDIANA COUNTRY . DAY 


The two Hondas appear. Joey rides behind Nadine, Lucy behind 
Larry. Larry says something and Lucy laughs. 


Nadine sees it~-it hurts. To make things worse, Joey--unaware of 
the byplay--sings in an odd key: 


JOEY 
Baby, can you dig your man? 
CUT TO: 
INT. SHACK - HOMESTEAD - NEBRASKA TWILIGHT 


The ancient Black Woman who had been GLIMPSED in the dreams of 
others, MOTHER ABIGAIL, sits in a recking chair gently swaying and 
humming: “How I love my Jes--*. Sensing something, Abigail falls 
silent. 


FLASH INTERCUT: a presence is moving through the twilit 
CORNFIELD. 
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Abigail slowly rises, her wizened face etched with apprehension. 


FLASH INTERCUTS: the Walkin’ Dude's pootfalis alternate with 
clawfalls and pawfalls, accompanied by yelps and growls and 
snarls. 


Abigail tetters to the window, when squawking crows strike at ie, 
begin to crack the glass with their beaks.--She manages to bar the 
inner shutters. 


Abigail moves from the window. Her fear rises as she hears the 
tread of boots and the clatter of hundreds of animal claws 
circling the porch. She hears snorting and sniffing. 


FLASH INTERCUTS: Claws scratching at BOARDS, feline snouts 
sniffing at cracks between the boards. 


Abigail is terrified by a sudden gnashing of hundreds of teeth. 
She slowly turns toward the door, and teeth gleam as they tear 
apart the wood revealing the beasts beyond~-wolves, growling 
crazed wolves, their eyes glinting like icepicks. 


Abigail picks up her banjo and using it as a weapon she slowly-~in 
spite of the terror--shuffies to the door and begins swinging it 
at the wolves' snouts. 


FAST INTERCUTS: at each footfall the Walkin' Dude’s boot looks 
more like a claw, the silver filigree in the leather shining ever 
prighter till it is a claw with huge talons. The talons tear up 
the floorboards of the PORCH. And weasels scramble in under the 
shack. 


The floor beneath Abigail starts to move, splintering, the 
strident gnashing of the weasels deafening. 


The weasels, their eyes flashing red glints, begin to clamber up 
through the holes they're tearing open. 


Abigail staggers back in a faint, falling into her rocking chair. 
And-- 


INT. SHACK - HOMESTEAD ~ NEBRASKA NIGHT 


~-she wakes up, the rocking chair swinging wildly back and forth. 
The only light comes from the huge stove. There's still the 
disquieting DISTORTION OF DREAM, but Abigail nonetheless gets to 
her feet, totters uneasily to her banjo. 


She begins to strum, to subdue her fear. As she sings the 
DISTORTION subsides. 
ABIGAIL 
When the night has come/And the land 
is dark/And the moon is the only 
Light we'll see,/-- 


She infuses the pop song with religious fervor. She opens the 
door,” 


EXT, SHACK - HOMESTEAD - CORNFIELD FIRST LIGHT 


~- and steps out. 
ABIGAIL 
--I won't be afraid/Just as long as 
You stand by me. 


She relishes her new-found calm. She sits. The moon is fading in 
a sky that's tinted by the first blush of a new day. 


ABIGAIL 
Lord, let me never fear fear...and help 
me out with a good bowel movement today..- 


The sound of an approaching truck intrudes. 


ABIGAIL 
I've got company! I've got people to 
feed! The stand begins, Lord oh Lordy. 


A beat-up pick-up pulls up, and the BEARDED MAN at the wheel 
stares, as does the WOMAN beside him. In the back are Nick Andros 
and Tom Cullen who jumps up and down. 


TOM 
© golly gee, it's her. It's her! 
It's her! 
Abigail totters closer. 
ABIGAIL 


Welcome. I'm Abigail...Mother Abigail. 
(to herself, re: Tom) 

A bit touched...but-- 
(to Tom) 

~-You're a good soul. 


She ruffles his hair fondly. 
The Bearded Man is speaking into the CB mike excitedly. 
BEARDED MAN 
Yeee--eee~-haw! The old lady and 
the cornfield! They're real, and 
just like in the dream. Over. 


ABIGAIL 
Hello, Nick. 


Nick gestures puzzled: how did you know my name? 
ABIGAIL 


We met in our dreams, remember? You 
told me your name yourself. 


Nick nods and grins.--More vehicles are coming through the 
cornfield. 
ABIGAIL 
To work! There are pies to be baked. 
Chickens and a pig to be dressed out. 


INT. SHACK DA 


Yom stokes the huge stove--it looks like a leftover from the DREA 
REALITY. Abigail and four women in a cloud of flour knead dough 
and bake pies in high good humor.-~People are heard arriving 

outside and the door swings open. A fifty-year-old woman enters. 


WOMAN 
Oh God, you must be the oldest woman 
in the world! 

ABIGAIL 
Mayhap I am, chile. 


Laughter.--Abigail's annoyed that the door won't stay open. 


ABIGAIL 
Let's put the good book to good use. 


She uses the Bible as a door stop. 
EXT. SHACK ~ HOMESTEAD ~ CORNFIELD DA 


There are quite a few vehicles parked outside, and more are 
coming: a semi without rig, scooters. 


Abigail chops off the head of the last chicken and turns to the 
pig that five men are holding. 
ABIGAIL 
Lord, we thank Thee for the gift we 
are about to receive from Thy 
bounty. Bless this pig that it 
might nourish us, amen. 


MEN 
Amen. 
ABIGAIL 
Stand ready, boys, she's gonna go a gusher. 


The ancient wizened arthritic black woman slits the pig's throat. 
Most of the men must look away. 


EXT. SHACK EVENT? 


...-Abigail, Nick, Tom and about thirty people are seated on the 
porch, on improvised benches made ef old planks and on chrome an 
plastic garden chairs belonging to the trekkers. The people are 
from ail walks of life, of all ages, type and race. They are 
digging into chops and fried chicken. 


He trails off. 


MAN #1 
First home cooked meal since... 


All understand; and are grateful for the meal. 


BEARDED MAN 
I think many more will be coming te Mother 
Abigail...on my way here, I sensed people 
spying on me, I heard others travelling... 


WOMAN #1 
Maybe they're going to Him...the swishy cowboy... 


ABIGAIL 
Many will go to Him. 


TOM 
Holy gee, they go to Boogeyman? 


WOMAN #2 
Is he real, Mother Abigail? 


ABIGAIL 
You all dreamt of me. Ain't I real? 


BEARDED MAN 
Who is he? Is he... 


ABIGAIL 
He ain't Satan...but he wouldn't mind 
being Old Nick. Him and Satan are gogla 
buddies. ...Call Him the Dude, call him 
Beelzebub lord of the flies, call Him 
Pazuzu...or the Boogeyman. 


WOMAN #3 
.. And who are you? 


ABIGAIL 
I am who I am...graced with the gift 
of the shiny lamp. 


MAN #2 
You got the shining? 


ABIGAIL 
Yes. And the Almighty spoke into me 
in a dream. Rally an army of the 
righteous, he said, and make a stand 
against Him. Rally your people this 
side of the Great Mountains. 


MAN #2 
And he will wait in the West, and 
his kind will join him there? 


WOMAN #4 
The Rockies will be between us? 


ABIGAIL 
A barrier of stone and distance. 


WOMAN #5 
Will that be enough protection? 


ABIGAIL 
No. Your heart must be strong. No 
more questions. Eat up. The body 
must be strong too! 


They eat, torn between fear and confusion, and hope in the 
exuberant, fanciful Mother Abigail. 

CUT To: 
EXT. DESERT ~ NEVADA NIGHT 


scruffy-bearded and much the worse for the wear, Trash is at the 
wheel of a Thunderbird, the engine revving furiously. His arm is 
haphazardly bandaged. The car doesn't move. The Walkin’ Dude is 
preaching over the radio: "It sayeth the exalted shall be abased 
and the mighty shall be brought low and the stiffnecked shall be 
broken. And you know what the true book says about people like 
you, you the shafted, the unlucky? It says blessed are you for 
you shall inherit--" 


The Thunderbird is stuck deep in the sand. The wheels spin, 
rubber burns; smoke and steam gush from under the hood. 


Trash keeps pumping the gas pedal, and flames rise up, the tires 
on fire, the oil burning. Trash is even more excited: 


TRASH 
Morphine! 


The passenger seat is full of syringes. He gives himself a shot. 


The car on fire, he lurches out with a fistful of syringes, and 
staggers over the dunes. 


The car explodes. He keeps on going..- 
...,Delirious and excited, he is crawling now. 
TRASH 
Napalm. Frag bombs....Gimme fire 
and I'll burn down the world. My 
life for you. 
...He scrambles up a DUNE and his eyes go wide with wonder. 


TRASH 
The city of lights! 


He is gaping at the CITY OF LAS VEGAS, ablaze with lights in a 
dark world. 


EXT. STRIP - LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
The Flaminge, the Mint, the Dunes, the Sahara and all the other 
palaces are open. cars in the street. People on the sidewalks.-~ 
Trash staggers om. 


A cop holds up oncoming cars so Trash doesn't have te stop-~it's 
like he is expected. 


trash hears moans and cries above the din of excitement. He looks 
up and sees-~ 


--people hanging crucified from the lampposts. 

Crows wheel around the dying, alight on then. 

DETAIL: a crow plucks out an eyeball. 

Trash passes a crew with a motorized ladder,--They are not 
changing a street lamp but stringing up a new victim who calls 
out; “Mother Abigail...forgive me. +they tortured me." 


Trash stumbles on. It's a strange reality: Law and Order meet 
Bosch and Breughel. At the sound-~ 


EXT. M.G.M. GRAND HOTEL NIGHT 


_s~of water, Trash goes crazy. He leaps into the fountain. He 
drinks, he cools off, he groans in ecstasy. 


Hands fish him out. They belong to Lloyd Henreid in paramilitary 
regalia. Lloyd handles Trash with great respect. 


LLOYD 
Welcome. The Boss has been 
expecting you, Trash, sir. 


TRASH 
My life for him. Take me to your master. 


LLOYD 
He'll call you when he's ready. 
You're in bad shape, man. 


He beckons to armed goons who are loitering. 
LLOYD 
Fellas, take the Boss's bombardier up to the 
Firebird suite. Get him a doctor and a nurse. 


The goons lift a grinning Trash onte a gurney and whisk him into 
the plush LOBBY.--Lloyd chugs on a carton of chocolate milk. 
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Just then, Julie Lawry pulls up in a huge Caddy convertible. 
Three men lie slumped in a stuper in the back. She addresses 


Lloyd. 


The goons drag 


JULIE 
Hey, Macho Man. I brung the Dude with 
the fancy boots three gifts. These 
suckers told me they dreamt of that eld 
nigger woman and they were headin’ her way. 
I fucked them silly. 


LLOYD 
{calling to other goons) 
Nail the fuckers. Hang ‘em high. 


away the dazed, panicked men. 


LLOYD 
You did goed, girl. 
JULIE 


Wanna know how really good I am? 
The name's Julie. 


She's high on her exploit, and exudes a desperate sexual hunger. 


CUT TO: 


INT. SHACK ~ NEBRASKA LATE DAY 


Frannie Goldsmith peers in. The shack is empty. She slowly 
enters, followed by Susan Stern and Dayna Jurgens. 


FRANNIE 
The place of the dream... 
SUSAN 
I dreamed cf her last night, in a different place. 
FRANNIE 
Se did I. 
SUSAN 


She was on the steps of a building, 
and above her-- 

FRANNIE 
--mountain peaks. 


SUSAN 
Yes! 


Stu Redman stops in the doorway. 


STU 
Harold's got something coming in 
over the C.B. 


EXT. SHACK - CORNFIELD ~ LATE DAY 


In the cab of the Big Foot, Harold Lauder is just signing off on 
the C.B- as Frannie, Susan, Dayna, Stu approach. A few others are 
gathered around. Harold is very excited. 


HAROLD 

People are converging on Boulder, Colorado, 
at the foothills of the Rockies, where we'll 
prepare to do battle, "we few, we happy few, 
we band of brothers!"--Shakespeare. Folks, 
let's move out! 

{to Frannie) 
It's all so medieval, Frannie! [I'll wear 
your colors. 


Stu notices that Frannie's hand rests on her belly. 


STU 
Frannie, can you travel some more today? 


FRANNIE 
( a little smile) 
Sure. I'm okay. 


Stu goes to add water to the radiator. 
DAYNA 
{to Frannie, re: Stu) 
What male bullshit, "can you travel some 
more,” but I like him. Stu's a good man. 


Dayna heads for the pick-up with Susan--they hold hands. They're 
an item. 


Engines rev.--At the wheel of the Big Foot, Harold leads a smali 
convoy into the cornfield and west. 


Crows suddenly rise up before the Big Foot's passage and circle 
overhead, squawking... 


EXT. STREAM - THE PLAINS - DISTANT ROCKIES DUSK 
..-Prannie picks her way through a WOODED AREA and comes out by a 
stream. Stu is sitting there, staring off at the jagged horizon 
against a red sky. 


FRANNIE 
Do you mind? 


STU 
No. 


She sits beside him, looking off teward the horizon. 


aL 


FRANNIE 
..-I want te talk about my baby. I Knew 
about it just before the flu hit. I was 
going to have an abortion. My boyfriend, 
he'd go along with whatever I wanted. I 
liked him, a lot I guess. But I didn’t 
love him...not like...But then everybody 
started to die. So few of us are left now 
..-i feel...it has to be born. I-= 


She's silenced by a sudden shocking kiss on her mouth. Stu takes 
her in his arms, and-~ 


A Poy is moving through the wooded area. It stops when it catches 
a glimpse of Stu and Frannie embracing. 


The POY belongs te Harold. He stares, anger and hurt rising in 
his face. 


Stu and Frannie finally succumb to their pent-up passion. 
HAROLD 
(under his breath) 


Bitch. And you Stu are not a man of 
your word. 


Brooding revenge, he's getting excited, and his hand reaches down 
BELOW FRAME. Harold--IT IS SUGGESTED-~masturhbates. 


stu and Frannie stare into each other's eyes, lost in each 
other... 


LATER TWILIGHT 


Harold still stares, when the Walkin' Dude crouches down behind 
him, HIDDEN by Harold's head. 


HAROLD 
Liars, cheats, filthy-- 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Harold, every deg has his day! 


Frightened by the voice behind him, Harold spins around-~ 
--and wakes up. He had dozed off. He looks to-- 

=-the couple whe now lie side by side. 

Shaking off the dream, Harold backs away. 

Frannie and Stu: 


FRANNIE 
stu, can you really i-- 


stu 
I loved you the minute I laid eyes on you 
...and later, when I figured out about the 
baby, well, it was like you were sent. from heaven. 


FRANNIE 
But why?! 
STU 
My wife and I never could have 
kids... 
EXT. CAMPSITE - THE PLAINS NIGHT 


Stu, Dayna, Susan, Frannie, Harold and a few others are seated 
around a fire, eating from cans.--Harold breaks out laughing, his 
eyes shiny with tears. 


FRANNIE 
Harold, what's the matter? 


HAROLD 
I just think it's funny...that 
"every dog will have its day." 


Frannie is uneasy. She doesn't dare glance at Stu, and Stu 
doesn't dare look at her as Harold chuckles nervously to himself. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. ROAD UP TO BOULDER, COLORADO ~- ROCKIES DAY 


. Larry Underwood, with Lucy Swann clinging to him, rears uphill on 
the Honda. He slows to a stop, glances back. 


LARRY 
I think I'd better wait for Nadine. 


LUCY 
You still love her, don't you? 


LARRY 
...I love Joey too. 


LUCY 
You know what I'm talking about. 


LARRY 
..-.I love you, Lucy, the best I can. 


LUCY 
I know...Nadine would like to love 
you. But she's afraid. 


LARRY 
Afraid?! 


LUCY 
She puts cut vibes..when I'm around. 
I bet when she's alone with you 
she's a...a stuck-up virgin. 


LARRY 
.- Yeah. 
Lucy 
She's decided to hate us...I was there-~ 
I felit it. A chill ran through me. 


Nadine with Joey behind, pulls up alongside. 


NADINE 
Joey and I made a pit stop. 


She looks at Larry with brazen sexuality. 


NADINE 
Lead on. 


Larry starts off. Nadine follows. 
EXT. AUDITORIUM - COLLEGE CAMPUS -~ BOULDER DAY 


Mother Abigail is in her rocking chair. Nick Andros is seated 
within reach of her hand, and staring off into the distance. Stu 
is crouched on the steps. 
STU 
Mother...there's got to be more people 
drawn to you, than d@riftin' to Him. 


ABIGAIL 
How do you figure that? 


STU 
Deep down, most people aren't bad. 


ABIGAIL 
In my day I've known so many folks...sloppy 
in their hearts, lazy in their heads. Nick. 


Nick is not facing her, but as her hand is about to touch his 
head, he turns to read her lips. 
ABIGAIL 
Nick's a deaf-mute. Nick, how many folks 
have been shitty with you? A lot? 


Nick--a mask cf sadness-~neds. Frannie Goldsmith appears. 


FRANNIE 
Mother Abigail, Stu. People are viding in. 


Greaning, Abigail starts to rise, Nick helping her. Stu stands, 
leaving a holstered pistol on the steps. 


Ba 


FRANNIE 

Stu, strap your gun on, damn it. 
STU 

Do I have to? 
FRANNIE 


Stu Redman, you were voted Sheriff 
by an overwhelming majority. 


STU 

I got voted Sheriff on account of my 

Texas drawl. 
Larry and Lucy ride up followed by Nadine and Joey. People guide 
the newcomers to the auditorium. Other newcomers are arriving 
from another direction.--Folks come out of DORMS and HOUSES to 
cheer. Tom Cullen, practicing wheelies, pedals closer. Susan 
Stern and Dayna Jurgens hold hands. 
Harold Lauder emerges from the LIBRARY, squinting like a mole. 
Larry finishes shaking hands with Abigail. 


LARRY 
You're really real. 


ABIGAIL 
Why, I've always thought so-~ 


Just out of EARSHOT, Nadine watches, apprehensive. 


It's Lucy's turn next, and Abigail is her usual flamboyant self. 
Joey is next.--She tries to lift hin. 


ABIGAIL 
You want to kill me, boy? What's your name? 


Nadine--bracing herself--steps up. 


NADINE 
We call him Joey. 


Abigail stares at the boy who stares back at her. 


ABIGAIL 
Your name's not Joey...it's...it's... 


JOEY 
It's Leo! Leo Rockaway. Nadine- 
mom, I love her... 


NADINE 
Run along, Joey, Leg,---don't tire the Mother. 


Joey/LES ROCKAWAY skips toward Larry and Lucy. 


Abigail stares into Nadine's eyes and for once she's without 
words. Nadine lets herself be stared at...until: 


NADINE 
You see no hope...for me? 


Abigail is silent; and distressed. 


NADINE 
...How can there not be hope..,isn't hope, 
change, the root of what you believe in? 


ABIGAIL 
..-¥You confuse me, chile. 


Silence. Nadine starts to ease away, and anyhow the man behind 
her introduces himself enthusiastically. 


MAN 
Hil I'm Mark Zellman. I dreamt of you! 


Abigail is only half listening, her eyes following Nadine. 
LATER NIGHT 


Nick and Tom hang on gongs beneath the porch of the auditorium. ~- 


The new Boulderites, carrying flashlights and candles, and 
brimming with expectation, converge. 


Harold--in suit and tie and with his hair slicked back--starts up 
a portable generator. A cable snakes from it to the building-~ 


INT. AUDITORIUM NIGHT 


«-which is now lit up. People pack the place, and they applaud 
Harold as he enters.--There's excitement in the air. Everybody's 
waiting for Mother Abigail. 


The dais is empty. The people are impatient: where is she? Mark 
Zellman rises to his feet and calls out. 


ZELLMAN 
I've got a suggestion. While we wait 
for Mother Abigail to tell us what we 
should de next....Let's sing our national 
anthem! Let us praise what we cherish. 


He starts to sing, alone. off key. A few others join in. The 
song doesn't get much better. A few more join in out of a sense 
ef duty- 


Others are embarrassed or puzzled. Harold grins. Nadine shakes 
her nead.--Lucy elbows Larry. 
LUCY 
Come on, Larry. 
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Larry joins in, bringing key, rhythm and enthusiasm together, when 
Nick rushes in. 


The deaf-mute gestures wildiy and expressively. The singing 
tapers off. 
LARRY 
You can't find Mother Abigail anywhere? 


Nick nods. 
LARRY 
Have you looked everywhere? 


Nick motions that he has. Nick goes to a blackboard and writes: 
SHE HAS GONE AWAY.-~Confusion...panic spreads among the 
congregation: "What are we going to do?", “Only she could tell 
us," "What if she's dead?", “Then who will lead us?*, "Without 
ner, we're done for,” "ge will crucify us, torture us...0h, God." 


stu 
QUIET, EVERYBODY! 


Frannie kisses Stu's hand to wish him luck.--Harold sees and he 
smarts. 


Stu goes to the dais. The crowd cheers now that someone is taking 
charge. 
STU 
There's got to be an explanation. Anybody? 


But anxious people start talking all at once, to Stu and among 
themselves.--Harold stands up, motioning for the floor. 


HAROLD 
Hello!...Hellooo!? 


STU 
Let's listen to what Harold has to say. 


Harold preens and works up his confidence. 


HAROLD 
Ladies and gentlemen...don't you know your 
religion? Haven't you read the Bible and 
the sacred texts of other religions? 


The question is rhetorical. He has the audience in his thrall. 


HARCLD 
In all religions there are figures...call 
them prophets, call them saints...and isn’t 
Mother Abigail such a figure?! Does not 
Mother Abigail sometimes speaketh the n-~ 


NADINE 
to herself) 
Mumbo jumbo. 


HAROLD 
-=the noble tongue of prophecy? I say that 
like a prophet of old our Mother Abigail 
hag retreated into the desert...gone into 
the wilderness...to meditate. Nick, don't 
you think I could be right? 


Nick nods. 
HAROLD 


Now... 


Applause breaks out. “Let's ge", "She must be out there 
somewhere.” Folks are already leaving. Stu shoots in the air. 
Everybody falls silent, nobody moves. 


STU 
Well, folks, I finally got to use my gun. 
Harold, keep goin'. 


à few laughs. Frannie smiles. 
HAROLD 
Now, should we go look for her or 
wait for her to return? 


. FRANNIE 
(blurting it out) 
But she's so old. So frail. 


HAROLD 
Frannie is right. We search for 
her, I say. 


Again there's the impulse to rush out. 


STU 
Easy, everybody. We're going to do 
this right. I want all the four wheel 
drives, dirt bikes, dune buggies that 
you can find ready and gassed by first light. 


HAROLD 
We'll need walkie-talkies, binoculars, 
first aid kits, food, water... Anā could 
I make a suggestion, Stu? 


STU 
Sure. 


HAROLD 
Stu, you should lead a search party that 
fans out and circles around in one direction, 
and I-- 
(with false humility) 
I am awfully young for this-- 


Applause breaks out. 
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HAROLD 
Thank you, I will lead a second search party 
around in the ether direction, and you and I, 
Stu, we'll meet at the Sunrise Amphitheatre 
above us in the hills. But let's pray that we 
don't meet...that we find Mother Abigail before... 


More applause. Stu and Harold shake hands. 

As Harold moves away, Nadine intercepts him. Her white-streaked 
raven hair, her strange dark beauty, her antique clothes, medieval 
sort of, unnerve Harold. 


NADINE 
I would like to ride with you. 


HAROLD 
I must do it alone, I mean, I like 
to travel alone. 
She watches him leave, wondering... 
EXT, WILDERNESS SOUTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE DAY 


Wheels bite into the ground kicking up dirt, then connect. The 
dune buggy with Stu at the wheel makes it to the top of a RISE. 


stu dismounts, and searches the landscape with binoculars. 
He sees~~ 


--two searchers standing in a jeep, surveying the MOUNTAINOUS 
TERRAIN. 


EXT. WILDERNESS NORTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE DAY 
Harold rides a dirt bike along a GULCH. He draws a .38 and aims 
at an imaginary adversary. 
HAROLD 
Bang! 
He spins around, aims. 
HAROLD 
Bang! 
Harold is practicing his draw. He's net searching. 
EXT, WILDERNESS SOUTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE LATE DAY 


CLOSER to the summit. Stu is searching. He cuts the engine. The 
roar of silence is broken when: 


STU 
MOTHER ABIGAIL. MOTHER ABIGAIL. 


CLIFFS kick back the echo. 
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EXT. WILDERNESS NORTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE LATE DAY 


MUCH CLOSER to the sumit. Harold roars uphill, and he sees a 
stone perched on a boulder. 


He whips out his pistol from his windbreaker--an impeccable draw-~ 
aims, squeezes the trigger, and shoots the stone off the boulder. 


He grins- 
EXT, WILDERNESS SOUTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE LATE DAY 


NEARLY at he summit. Stu hears the echoing shot. He picks up the 
walkie-talkie. 
STU 
Is that you, Harold? What's-- 


EXT, WILDERNESS NORTH OF SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE LATE DAY 
NEARLY at the summit. Harold speaks into the walkie-talkie. 


HAROLD 
Just a rattler, Stu. Over and out. 


EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE SUNDOWN 


stu rides up onto the asphalt...and a moment later Harold pulls 
up. They both cut their engines. Silence, but for the pinging of 
the overheated motors. 


STU 
Nothing at all, huh? 


HAROLD 
Nada. 


Harold grins and slides his hand into his windbreaker. 


STU 
Never mind. It was a good idea. 


Harold just smiles, his hand having reached the weapon. 


STU 
We'll try tomorrow. Harold, come and 
have supper with us. Frannie would love it. 


HAROLD 
She would?! 


STU 
You don't have to do it for me. But 
fer Frannie. She found this hundred 
dollar bottle of Frenchie wine. 
Only Harold will know if it's any 
good, she said. 


HAROLD 
She said that!? 


STU 
Yeah. Frannie and I. Things 
change, Harold. ...Shake? 


Stu offers his hand.--Harold begins to withdraw his hand from 
inside the windbreaker, but something seems to catch...the hand 
comes out. 


Harold and Stu shake hands. Harold is still torn. 


stu 
Harold, your talents are wasted out here. 
You should be in town inventin' things. 
Damn, the way you siphoned gas through 
the air vent. That was genius. 


Harold is overwhelmed by Stu's unwitting flattery. They kick 
their engines alive and head downhill. 
cur TO: 


Men and women tug on a thick rope. They are pulling-- 
EXT. AIRBASE - NEVADA DAY 
--an F-16 jet fighter--gleaming, menacing, from a HANGAR. 


CUT TO: 
EXT, PARKING LOT - CAMPUS - BOULDER NIGHT 


Lucy and Frannie are waiting. Offroad vehicles enter the lot. 
stu, coming from one direction, ‘pulls up in front of Frannie in 
hig dune buggy. He looks worse for the wear. Larry, from another 
direction, pulls in alongside. 


LARRY 
Mother Abigail has got to be dead after 
two days...and two freezing nights. 


STU 
Figure you're right, Larry. But these folks 
.. they'll go crazy without...without hope. 


LARRY 
You're right. 


Stu and Frannie, and Larry and Lucy kiss, and the two couples set 
off in different directions. 


EXT. PATH THROUGH CAMPUS NIGHT 


Larry puts his arm around Lucy, drawing her closer, as they head 
along the walkway when they are suddenly startled. 
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Nadine steps out of the shadows, barring their way. She wears a 
blue velvet dress that reveals more than it conceals and glows in 
the ambient light MORE THAN YOU'D EXPECT. 


NADINE 
Larry, can I talk to you? 


LUC 
Shit, Nadine... 


Nadine doesn't even notice her. Her dark eyes are on Larry. 


LARRY 
What? Now? 
NADINE 
Now. It has to be now. 
{before he can talk) 
Now or never. 


He looks at Lucy...and resigned she continues ahead, looking back. 


Lucy 
She's come to get you. Did you bring 
your deg collar and your muzzle, Nadine? 


To Nadine, Lucy doesn't exist. She stares at Larry seductively. 


LARRY 
...I'1i be home soon. 


Lucy 
Sure. 


Lucy keeps on going, disappears around a corner. Nadine and Larry 


are alone. 
NADINE 


I want you now. And I'm afraid I'm 
too late. I want to stay here... 
here with these people, with you. 


LARRY 


Nadine~-- 

NADINE 
Let me finish. I want to stay here... 
and if we're with each other, I'll be 
able te. You're my last chance, Larry. 


LARRY 


What are you-- 
NADINE 
I need to be needed. Make love to me...and-- 


She puts her arms around his neck and presses her body against 
his. 
NADINE 
And save me. 


He wrenches himself free- 
LARRY 
Damn it, Nadine. 


NADINE 
And damn you too, Larry. 


She turns and he watches her disappear immediately into the dark, 
heels clicking. 


INT. LARRY'S AND Lucy's QUARTERS NIGHT 


Lucy is seated on the bed in her nightgown, arms crossed, face 
pinched and eyes shiny. An oil lamp burns.--Larry enters, 


LUCY 
That was the fastest quickie-- 


LARRY 
Lucy. I had to listen to-~ 


LUCY 
Shut up. Blow out the light. And 
come to bed. 


INT. NADINE'S QUARTERS NIGHT 
Her hands shaking, Nadine lights a lamp. She's distraught. 


She goes to Leo's cot, where he's asleep. She smoothes his hair, 
trying to calm herself. Leo begins to stir and mumble in his 
sleep. 


Even more distraught she walks away and as she does she tears off 
her blue dress. The faint light etches her naked body. Nadine 
puts on what looks like a coat. She steps to the window~-~she is 
wearing a fur coat inside out. The touch of fur on flesh sends a 
sensual shudder through her, calming her, arousing her.--A blood- 
curdling scream makes Nadine leap. 


Leo stumbles in, waking from a nightmare. 


LEO 
The Boogeyman's here...the Boogeyman 
was with you... 


NADINE 
It's just a bad dream, Leo. Come to 
Nadine-monm. 


He doesn't enter her embrace. Still in the daze of sleep: 
LEO 


Nadine-mom, I want to ge sleepies 
with Lucy-mom and Larry. Please-~ 


NADINE 
{lashing out} 
You too will not betray me. Go to 
bed. Go back to sleep. 


Frightened, Leo stumbles away. Nadine takes a deep breath. 
EXT. UPHILL ROAD - ABOVE BOULDER NIGHT 


Nadine exhales. Mounted on her Honda, wearing only the inside-out 
fur coat, she roars up the hill. She feels freed, expectant, 
turned on... 


EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE NIGHT 


.,.Nag@ine sits on the asphalt in the letus position, staring west 
where the moon is setting. The breeze whips at her, penetrating 
the coat, chilling her, moving the fur, arousing her. Before her 
is a Ouija board, and: 
NADINE 
Come to me...enter me...and guide my hand. 
Spell it out! Come to me...ent-- 


She gasps. AND CO-EXISTING WITH ORDINARY REALITY, an oversized 
raven flies into her from below. 


Nadine shudders as its eyes OVERLAY with hers; and she/it watches 
what her jerking hand begins to spell: YOU WILL-~ 
CUT TO: 


A raven in the IMMEDIATE FOREGROUND, flapping its wings as it 
flies backwards, becoming~ 


INT. M.G.M. PENTHOUSE - VIEW OF LAS VEGAS NIGHT 


-=a pair of hands that had created the illusion of the bird, hands 
which are pulled back in front of the face--which they partially 
COVER--of the Walkin' Dude. 


The Walkin’ Dude is naked and in the lotus position. But he is 
e idaiz, levitating, facing east, the setting moon 
behind him. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. HOUSE BY CAMPUS - BOULDER DAY 


Nadine, in romantic frills and a biker's jacket, is seated on the 
stoop, waiting. Harold, coming up the walkway with books under 
his arm, is surprised to see her. 


NADINE 
Hif...I like your house. 


HAROLD 
(flustered) 
You do? How come? 
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NADINE 
The curtains are always drawn. You're 
a man who cherishes his privacy. 


HAROLD 
Well, yes--- 


Harold unlocks the door. They both stand there. 


NADINE 
And you lock your door. I hate living 
on campus. Doors unlocked, curtains open. 
It's all se goodie~goodie. And everybody 
is so damn friendly... 


HAROLD 
{a dare} 

Would you like to come in. 
NADINE 

It could be dangerous... 
HAROLD 

ool? 
NADINE 


If I like it I may not leave. 
He blushes, stutters, and motions for her to enter. 
INT. LIVING ROOM - HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 


It's gloomy, but old-fashioned comfortable. There's a TV set and 
a tape player, and a whole lot of cassettes lying around. 


HAROLD 
I've got my own generator in the basement. 


She sits on the sofa in front of the screen and picks up a 
cassette. 
NADINE 
"puss in Boots." I don't think 
that's a fairy tale. 


HAROLD 
It isn't. 


Harold is flustered and he walks funny. He has an erection and is 
trying to hide it. She knows, and smiles. 


NADINE 
You have a lot of ‘naughty’ tapes. 


HAROLD 
Instructional tapes too. 


Red 
an 


NADINE 
While the others search for Mother 
Abigail, you re-search. 


HAROLD 
Yes. That's it. 


NADINE 
It's what separates the boys from the men. 


HAROLD 


NADINE 
The men stay home. 


She laughs at her own joke. Harold wracks his brain for something 


to say. 


HAROLD 
Coffee or tea? 
NADINE 
(husky) 
Or me? 
HAROLD 


Me... mean you. 


But he doesn’t move. She pats the place next to her. 


NADINE 
Sit. Relax. 


He sits but doesn't relax. She waits, utterly available. He hugs 
her, kisses clumsily.-~She pushes him away. 


NADINE 
You're a virgin. 


He clenches his teeth, closes his eyes, works up the nerve: 


HAROLD 
Yes, I am. 

NADINE 
Well, I am too. 


Harold ig stunned; even more stunned as she continues. 


NADINE 
And I'm all yours. You can do whatever you 
want to me...I'll do whatever you want me to 
āo to you. I'm a teenager's wet dream come true. 
But there's one no no, one thing you cannot do. 


HAROLD 
What one thing? 
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NADINE 
I'm saving myself for someone else. 
Do you understand? 


HAROLD 
For who? 
z NADINE 
You'll get me ready for him. You 
know who. Say it. 


HAROLD 
(tentative) 
.. Him? 
NADINE 
Say it loud and clear. 


HAROLD 
Him. The Cowboy in the dreams. 


She reaches for his crotch; he slobbers excitedly over her neck. 
She gasps. He moans. 
CUT TO: 


INT. M.G.M. PENTHOUSE ~ VIEW OF LAS VEGAS NIGHT 


With his back to US, the Walkin' Dude stares out over the city. 
Lloyd stands beside him, consults his watch. 


LLOYD 
Any moment now, sir! 


“a noise that grows suddenly to a deafening roar announces the 
apparition. An F-16 fighter jet banks toward the city, streaks 
past the penthouse. 


EXT. THE STRIP NIGHT 
People glance up, heads swivel, thrilled by the sight. 


INT. M.G.M. PENTHOUSE NIGHT 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
{shaking his head) 
Only one jet. And I saw no bombs 
under the wings. 


LLOYD 
...¥Your man Trash is working on that. 
He's a guy you can have faith in. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Lloyd, can I have faith in you? 


LLOYD 
{aghast} 
Master?! 
CUT TO: 
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EXT. HAROLD'S HOUSE - BOULDER DAY 
The door is open a crack. Nadine glares out at Frannie. 


FRANNIE 
Leo doesn't want to come any closer. 


Frannie glances back. She and Nadine can see-- 
~-ACROSS THE STREET Leo and Lucy waiting. Lee is bouncing a ball. 


NADINE 
Obviously he doesn't want to see me. 


FRANNIE 
Lucy and Larry and I think that you 
Should spend some time with the kid. 


NADINE 
I told you I'm busy. 


She slams the door in Frannie's face.--Frannie starts back. She's 
still well out of Leo’s earshot. 
FRANNIE 
(under her breath) 
Bitch. 


She crosses the street to Lucy and Leo. Bouncing the bali, Leo is 
in a trance. 
LEO 
The bitch...-- 


Frannie is astonished. Leo bounces the ball. Up and down. 


LEO : 
“and the dog...and every dog...will 
have his day. 


Frannie can't believe what she's hearing. Lucy senses aà 
strangeness. Leo continues to pounce the bail. 


LEO 
They're making something...in there... 


Frannie gets an idea, gives Lucy a knowing lock. Leo keeps on 
bouncing the ball. 
LEO 
No...not making babies... 


frannie and Lucy glance at each other in astonishment. 


LEG 
They're making something...f doen't understand... 


Just then Dayna whizzes by on a ten-speed. The distraction causes 
Leo te miss and the trance ie broken. 
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LEO 
Dayna! Do.you have any gum? 


Dayna puts on the brakes and Leo runs to her. 


FRANNIE 
Can he read minds? 


Lucy doesn't have an answer. 
INT. LIVING ROOM - HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 


Harold sits at a table that's cluttered with things that can be 
picked up at any Radio Shack. He draws a shoe box toward him, 
cautiously, and ever so slowly. 
NADINE 
So what's so special with this box? 


She slides onto his lap. Harold is panicked. 


HAROLD 
Jesus. Careful. 

NADINE 
I'm always careful with you. 


She soothes him with a caress and a kiss. 


HAROLD 
Taraah! My Science Fair project! 


He removes the lid of the shoe box and lifts out a "sweating" 
stick of dynamite--the box is half full with other such sticks. 


HAROLD 
Don't move, Nadine. This is dangerous. 
Very dangerous. It's dynamite, and it's 
eld. When it's old it sweats...pure 
nitroglycerine...and pure nitroglycerine is 
incredibly unstable. We could be blown sky high. 


NADINE 
Que sera sera...if we're blown sky high, 
what we're doing is not meant to be. 


He smiles nervously. He picks up a rag and begins to clean the 
sweat” off the stick of dynamite. She pouts seductively: 


NADINE 
I want my stick of dynamite toc. 


with one hand she reaches down between her legs--AND BELOW FRAME-~ 
to his crotch. 
HAROLD 
Nadine! For Chr-~- 
NADINE 
Careful. 
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He cleans the stick of dynamite while she fondies him. They are 
both tense and terribly excited. 
HAROLD 
You're unbelievable. 


He runs his finger along the stick and picks up a tiny bead of 
"sweat. ” 
HAROLD 
Watch. 
He flicks the bead away. It sails in SLO-MO across the room. 


where the bead hits, it makes a tiny firecracker explosion. And 
Harold-~IT IS SUGGESTED-~comes. 
NADINE 
You're incontinent. 


HAROLD 
And insatiable. 


Grinning, he picks up another stick to clean it. 
INT. FRANNIE'S AND STU'S QUARTERS NIGHT 


stu and Frannie are in bed, and she's beginning to show. Stu 
presses his ear against her belly. 
STU 
I feel something. 


Frannie's mind is elsewhere: 

FRANNIE 
Harold must be carrying a grudge against 
you; and Lucy swears that Nadine woman is 
weird. And then there's Leo...-~ 

STU 
Now wait a minute. Maybe Leo was just 
guessing. ..maybe the kid didn't know how 
to say that they were making whoopie... 


Annoyed, Frannie yanks the covers up to her chin. 


stu 
What do you want me to do, arrest them? 


ù FRANNIE 
You could search the place. You are 
the Sheriff. 
STU 
I need a damn good reason, Frannie. 


Frannie turns away leaving Stu frustrated. 
EXT. HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 


Nadine Kicks her Honda alive. Harold locks the door, and gets on 
behind Nadine. They roar away. 


Watching from hiding are Frannie and Lucy. 


Frannie and Lucy race up to the door, try it. Locked. They begin 
circling the house, testing windows. Alse locked. 


BEHIND THE HOUSE they find a low window that gives into the 
cellar. Lucy tries to yank it open. Nothing. 


Frannie~-frustrated-~-kicks the frame. It starts to give. Lucy 
Kicks, and the window swings inward. 


Frannie starts climbing down. 
FRANNIE 
God, if Stu catches us... 
INT. BASEMENT ~ HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 


Frannie slides to the floor. She begins to help Lucy in. The 
small generator is purring away. 


INT, STEPS UP FROM THE BASEMENT DAY 


Frannie and Lucy reach the top. The door is latched on the other 
side. 


EXT. MOTORBIKE DEALERSHIP - BOULDER DAY 


Harold kicks a Triumph to life. Seated on her Honda, engine 
running, Nadine watches. 


INT. STEPS UP FROM BASEMENT DAY 


using the tip of her shoe buckle slipped between the door and the 
jamb, Frannie manages to push up the latch. 


EXT. STREET DAY 


Harold erupts into VIEW. He's testing the motorbike. Nadine 
follows. 


INT. ENTRANCE AND LIVING ROOM DAY 


Frannie, stepping back into her shoe, and Lucy step into the 
foyer. Lucy sees a closet, opens it. 


LUCY 
Nadine loves weird clothes. 


EXT. STREET DAY 
Harold and Nadine ride slowly side by side. 


NADINE 
Race you home. 


eh 


HAROLD 
I still have to get used-- 


Nadine accelerates forward...Harold dees too. 
Int, ENTRANCE AND LIVING ROOM DAY 


Frannie and Lucy are looking around net knowing what to search 
for. 


Frannie glances across the table which is cluttered with wires, 
transistor circuits and tools--no shoe box. 


FRANNIE 
He loves all this techie stuff. He 
won the Science Fair project twice. 
Lucy opens another closet. The shoe box is on the floor. Mildly 
curious, she crouches by it, opens it. There's a walkie-talkie 
lying on top of something.--Frannie approaches. 


FRANNIE 
What have you found? 


LUCY 
Looks like a walkie-talkie and...-- 


Lucy starts to lift it to reveal wired up dynamite, when she and 
Frannie freeze at the roar of the motorbikes pulling up outside. 


EXT. HOUSE DAY 
Harold and Nadine dismount, head for the front door. 
INT. ENTRANCE AND LIVING ROOM DAY 


Panicked, Frannie and Lucy make a rush for the basement door. 
Before getting there, Frannie trips. 


EXT. HOUSE DAY 
Harold turns the lock once. 
INT. ENTRANCE DAY 


Picking herself up, Frannie makes it to the basement door. The 
lock turns again anå the front door begins to open. 


The basement door is pulled closed, put remains ynlatched. Harold 
and Nadine enter. 


Int. STEPS TO BASEMENT DAY 


Lucy and Frannie tip toe down. A step creaks. They freeze. 


INT. ENTRANCE AND LIVING ROOK DAY 
Harold notices the latch. 
HAROLD 
Nadine, who was in the cellar last? 


He draws his .33 and is about to open the door to the basement 
when he's struck by a frightening thought. 


He runs to the closet in the living room, opens it, and sees the 
shoe box apparently untouched.--He draws a sigh of relief..and he 
hears a crash. 

INT. BASEMENT DAY 


Lucy and Frannie are struggling, juggling to stop old paint cans 
from crashing to the floor. 


INT. ENTRANCE DAY 
Harold bolts for the basement door. 

INT. BASEMENT DAY 
Lucy boosts Frannie up to the window they forced open. 

INT. STEPS TO BASEMENT DAY 


Harold, gun in hand, comes down the steps when he hears a frantic 
panging on gongs some way off. He stops to listen, continues down. 


EXT, BEHIND HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 
Frannie climbs out, Outside the gongs are louder. She reaches 
for Lucy's hands, to pull. 

* 


INT. BASEMENT - DAY 


Harold is about to see Lucy, her feet trying to get a purchase, 
when Nadine appears at the top of the steps. 


NADINE 
Something must have happened. 
There's a commotion. 
Harold stops to think on her words as the gongs keep going. 
EXT. BEHIND HAROLD'S HOUSE DAY 


Frannie pulls Lucy out. They catch their breath and head in the 
direction of the commotion. 


EXT. AUDITORIUM - CAMPUS DAY 


Nick and Tom are banging away at the gongs. Tom hollers: 


TOM 
She’s back! Holy gee, she’s back! 


People~~women, old men and children-~are streaming in one 
direction. 


Frannie and Lucy too. They can't believe their eyes. 


Mether Abigail is staggering through the campus helding onto the 
tail of Kejack the dog!--Dayna is the first to reach the exhausted 
and weakened old lady, and she props her up. 


Frannie and Lucy rush to help.--Harold and Nadine stare in 
amazement. 
HAROLD 
It's going to be better than anything we 
imagined. Luck blesses those who dare! 


They retreat. 
EXT. CAMPUS PARKING LOT AFTERNOON 


off-road and four wheel drive vehicles come roaring in, Stu's 
among them. 


stu dismounts and Kojack leaps on hin. 


STU 
Kojack!? 


He holds the dog in his arms, and Kojack licks his face. Frannie 
approaches excited. 
STU 
Is it true? Is she all right? 


FRANNIE 
Yes. Yes. Kojack led her here! 


STU 
Whati? Kojack crossed half of America... 


FRANNIE 
fo find you. 


She kisses the dog and the man. 
FRANNIE 
Mother Abigail is in a bad way, dehydrated. 
But wa can't talk her out of it, she 
wants to speak to all of us tonight. 


EXT, BY SIDE ENTRANCE TO AUDITORIUM AFTERNOON 
Nadine and Harold. He has the shoe box. On impulse: 


NADINE 
I'll do it. 
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She snatches the shoe box away. 
NADINE 
I want to feel committed... I want to feel. 


HAROLD 
You know where to hide it? 


NADINE 
Hareld. We've gone through it a hundred times. 


She takes a deep breath and slips inside the building. 
EXT. AUDITORIUM - CAMPUS SUNSET 


once again Tom and Nick bang on the gongs as the folks stream into 
the building. 


EXT. HAROLD'S HOUSE SUNSET 


Nadine is on her Honda, the engine idling. On the Triumph, Harold 
doesn't kick the starter, but fiddies with a walkie-talkie that's 
strapped to the handle bars. 
NADINE 
What are you doing? 


HAROLD 
Just thinking: we don't have to go 
through with this. 


NADINE 
Too late, Harold. 
HAROLD 
Yeah! 
He kicks the Triumph alive. 
INT. AUDITORIUM EVENING 


Frail, sunburnt and a bit unsteady, Mother Abigail stands at the 
centre of the dais, clinging to the lectern.--With one hand she 
signals her audience to stop applauding. 


The hall is more crowded than last time. In the front rows are 
Stu, Kojack and Frannie: Larry, Lucy and Leo; Tom and Nick; Susan 
and Dayna: and others. The applause subsides. 


ABIGAIL 
Helle cld friends, good to see you again, and 
welcome to those who joined us during my little 
..-hiding out in the wilderness, hiding in shame. 
Pride grabbed a hold of me, pride, the worst of 
all sins. I thought I could read the mind of God, 
and that was pride. I fled into the wilderness to 
atone. I hid in the wilderness to beseech God to 
tell me my place in His Plan. 


They all listen, waiting for some insight, some revelation. 


ABIGAIL 
You have expected~- 


ExT. ROAD UP FROM BOULDER EVENING 
HAROLD'S WALKIE-TALKIE 
(distorted) 
=emuch too much from me. 


Harold and Nadine roar forward. She shouts: 


NADINE 
What's she saying. 


HAROLD 
{shouting) 
She's covering her ass...Remember when the 
stupid de-gooders sang the national anthem? 
Don't they get it? America is dead, dead 
as Buddy Holly and Harry S. Truman... 


INT. AUDITORIUM EVENING 


Mother Abigail is lashing out: 
ABIGAIL 

Wasn't it enough for me to bring you together 
here, to guide you in your dreams? No! 
You're like children hanging onto every word 
that comes out of my mouth. Have you jerk-offs 
thought up anything on your own? Have you 
figured out how to do battle with the Devil's 
Imp, the Man in the West? Have you given it a 
thought?? No!! 


The audience is shocked. Mother Abigail catches her breath. 
EXT. ROAD UP FROM BOULDER NEAR DARK 


Harold and Nadine roar uphill. 
HAROLD 
And you, Mama Abigail, ain't going 
to tell them nothin’. 


They swerve-- 
EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE NEAR DARK 


off the road, slow, and cut their engines. The sky in the west 
is blood red. 
NADINE 
Do it. 
HAROLD 
I do it of my own free will! 


106 


Harold presses a button on the walkie-talkie: three short pulses, 


three Long, three short. 
HAROLD 
Done. In thirty seconds they'll be 
blewn to kingdom come. 


NADINE 
Is killing the greatest sin of all? 


HAROLD 
I guess. I can do nothing to save 
them now...but I could still repent. 
Nadine glances at him quizzically. 


HAROLD 


Instead I say: the Great Plague has wiped 


clean the counter top of the world...-~- 


Harold is terribly intense, high on his words. 


INT. AUDITORIUM 
ABIGAIL 
I can pray for you. 


Nick is suddenly alert. 


EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE 
HAROLD 
But the world ain't seen nothin' yet. 
What's coming...our part in it...will 
change everything! 


Harold is transported by excitement; Nadine too. 
ExT. AUDITORIUM 


ABIGAIL 
--offer the wisdom of my many years. 


NIGHT 


NEAR DARK 


NIGHT 


Nick bolts up onto the dais and starts te wave, to motion 


everybody out. 


Nobody understands. --Nick glances around frantically as if 


searching. 


Utterly desperate, Nick turns to the audience and makes an inhuman 
attempt te speak. Blood runs out of his ears, from his nose-- 


weand his/a voice is heard coming cut of Lee's and Tom's mouths in 


near synchrony: 
TOM AND LEC 
There's a bomb in here. Somewhere. 
About to explode. Everybody out. 


Tom and Leo are just as surprised as everybody else, and Stu, 


Larry and the others just gape. 
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EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE NEAR DARK 
Harold is in ecstasy, waiting for the moment, Nadine radiant at 
his side. 


HARCLD 
Nine. Eight...Seven.. 


REALITY IS SLOWING DOWN as-= 
INT. AUDITORIUM NIGHT 


--Nick glances here, there, and then charges at Mother Abigail 
knocking her off the dais to one side. 


EXT. SUNRISE AMPHITHEATRE NEAR DARK 
HAROLD 
Three...Twoooo... 


Int, AUDITORIUM NIGHT 
Nick lunges in front of the dais--not far from where Frannie is 
starting to get to her feet--and spreads his body, hugging the 
edge of the proscenium. 


Nick's body erupts into bloody shreds, but it does deflect the 
EXPLOSION. 


IN SLOW MOTION: frannie is violently slammed back into her chair 
as the FLASH EXPANDS. 


EXT. AUDITORIUM NIGHT 


The explosion blasts out windows and doors. Smoke billows forth. 
and the din of the hurt and panicked IS HEARD... 


INT. DORM CORRIDOR NIGHT 


..-People sit against the walls, heads bowed, muttering a prayer, 
holding a vigil.--Frannie, glum, and Stu, supporting her, slowly 
make their way toward an open door. Kojack follows. 


FRANNIE 
She wants to talk to me? 


STU 
You, me, and a few others. 


At the door, a man with a stethoscope, DOC, comes out. 


STU 
Dec, how's she doing? 


bec 
Fading fast. She said she came back 
here to die...but this soon. I've 
got others to tend to. 


Doc takes off. Stu and Frannie-- 
INT. LARRY'S AND LUCY’S QUARTERS NIGHT 


--enter. Mother Abigail is laid out in Larry's and Lucy's bed. 
Her body and face are padly injured; an IV needle feeds into her 
withered arm. Her dying gaze meets Framnie's sad and angry eyes. 


ABIGAIL 
Come sit here, child. You're in pain. 


Frannie sits on the edge of the bed, unsmiling. The mood is 
sombre: Larry, Lucy, Leo, Dayna are also in the room. 


ABIGAIL 
Frannie, I want Stu to go. Stu, you will 
lead. Lucy, Leo, Larry must go too. 


FRANNIE 
(restrained anger) 
Go? Go where? Lead where? Lead what? 
What are you talking about, Mother? 


ABIGAIL 
child, => 

FRANNIE 
I'm not a child! 

STU 
Frannie!? 

ABIGAIL 


--my time is short. Stu and Larry, 
and Tom and Dayna-- 


DAYNA 
Susan was killed. I'm going to catch up 
with Harold and that bitch Nadine. I'll blow-~ 


ABIGAIL 
Easy, Dayna. Vengeance ain't for 
you but for the Lord. 


Kojack nudges Abigail's arn. 


ABIGAIL 
=-and you too, Kojack. You all head west 
to make a stand against the Master of Lies... 
and show Him that you *will fear no evil." 


FRANNIE 
You're sending them to die. 


STU 
Frannie, please... 


FRANNIE 
Millions, ne, billions have already died. 
And now more are dead, and it all has to 
do with you somehow. I'm carrying a child 
that doesn't move anymore, and Doc says 
it's very weak. And I hurt. I hurt bad. 


She can no longer hold in check her despair, anger and pain. 


FRANNIE 
Damn you and your killer God. FUCK HIM! 


stu 
Frannie! 


Abigail jerks her hand forward, striking Frannie's belly. 


STU 
(to Abigail) 
What the hell are you?-- 


Frannie gasps, and jumps to her feet, and her expression of 
violence gives way to a smile, a big smile. Her hands go to her 
belly. 
FRANNIE 
It moved. It's tickling me! 
She giggles. 


Stu's smile of relief becomes one of joy. The others are amazed. 
But Frannie's face darkens. 


FRANNIE 
Is this a bribe from your God? Because 
if it is, you take the "miracle" back... 
I want Stu in one piece, alive. 


ABIGAIL 
God doesn't bribe, child. He just makes 
a sign and lets people take it as they will. 


That quiets Frannie. Mother Abigail is utterly exhausted--with 
difficulty she pushes out rapt words. 


ABIGAIL 
Go as soon as possible...go now, and go 
as you are...go simply, but go...and make 
your stan-- 
She can talk no more and she quietly dies. 
Stu, Frannie, Larry, Lucy, Leo and Tom stare at her stilled body. 


CUT TO: 


110 
EXT. ROAD ALONG MOUNTAINSIDE DAY 


Harold and Nadine cruise abreast on their motorbikes, Harold on 
the side where the road drops off. The wind is in her hair, which 
is totally white now. She wears a flimsy shift, her face, arns 
and legs exposed to the sun. 


HAROLD 
This is going to be a great adventure! 
.. except for one thing. 
She steers closer to him, causing him to shift toward the edge. 


NADINE 
What's that, Haroldi 


HAROLD 
You. 


She moves closer, smiling. Unwittingly, he veers closer to the 
edge. 


HAROLD 
You belong to Him now. I'm sure 
He'll find a prize woman for me... 
but after you, any other woman is 
just going to be a sack of potatoes. 
Nadine is so close to Harold she pats his cheek fondly. 


NADINE 
How sweet of you, Harold. 


Harold=-his wheels inches from the edge-~is affected. The bike 
wobbles, and=~ 


--the front wheel hits a rut. 
Before he can control it, Harold shoots off the road. 


NADINE 
Cops! 


Her reaction: true surprise or malicious flippancy? She probably 
doesn't know herself. Nadine glances back, and sees-~ 


m-Yareld and his bike tumbling down the ESCARPMENT. 
NADINE 
(flat) 
Que sera, sera. 


She rides on. 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH MOUNTAIN WILDERNESS NOON 


The sun beats down. Nadine vides on, her face, arms and legs red 
from the exposure. Her hair trails behind her...a white bridal 
veil. 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH HIGH DESERT SUNSET 


Sunburnt a terrible shade of red, Nadine comes sailing over a 
RISE. The glare of the setting sun is in her eyes. 


Coming down the slope, she makes out a man who is leaning against 
the hood of a Chevy sedan stalled in the middle of the road. 


She slows, a strange smile on her face, and comes to a stop before 
the mam. He pushes away from the car which is a crypt of 
mummified bodies seated upright.~-He is the WALKIN' DUDE: fancy 
boots, tight jeans, the belt with astrological signs, the jacket 
which now sports a "have a nice day” button, the Stetson cocked 
forward. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
(sweet sing-song) 
Nadine, Nadine...how I love to love 
Nadine. 
NADINE 
Here I am...my "Midnight Rambler.” 


She gets off her bike, and waits with a cocky smile. 


He shoves back his hat, and WE FINALLY SEE HIM. overly handsome, 
old and young, very masculine but with feminine features, he has @ 
powerful presence. His expression wavers between a sneer of 
violence and an open, loving smile. His eyes are piercing, one 
blue, one yellow-green.--Nadine stares at him. 


WALKIN! DUDE 
Do I disgust you? 


NADINE 
You do...or maybe I disgust myself... 
waiting so many years for something 
impossible...that's now flesh and blood 
...What do I call you? 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Richard. 
NADINE 
Richard?! 


and she giggles. She stops giggling and smiling when he unzips 
his fly- 


She sees something THAT BELOW FRAME terrifies her. 


He moves with lightning speed. He carries her to the asphait. 
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Her sunburnt body scrapes againat the rough surface. She grimaces 
in pain- 
WALKIN' DUDE 
you will bear me a child. 


He starts to possess her. Her body arches, and her eyes go wide: 


NADINE 
NO!! YOU'LL TEAR ME APART-- 


Her scream builds to beyond audibility. Her mouth is wide open, 
and in the dark cavity WE HEAR a deep strong thumping.--And IN THE 
DARKNESS WE SEE: 


A LAVA FLOW hits water, STEAM exploding. And the deep strong 
thumping-- 


EXT, MOUNTAIN WILDERNESS MOONLIT NIGHT 


-becomes the eerie bootfalls--the fancy boots appearing not to 
touch the ground. 


But for his boots, the Walkin' Dude is naked, and he runs in great 
slow bounds at a tremendous speed. He carries Nadine in his arms, 
her body limp, her thighs streaked red. 


WOLVES run alongside him. 
His breathing is a fierce rasping but nonetheless he yells: 


WALKIN' DUDE 
My bride...will bear me...a child...and 
on the day...of its birth... Abigail's 
city and all of her people...will turn 
to dust...A blood sacrifice-~ 


The figure of the Walkin’ Dude with Nadine in his arms runs uphill 
at an unnatural speed. 


WALKIN' DUDE'S VOICE 
=-in honor...of my successor. : 


His declaration echoes through the mountains. 

EXT. ROAD ALONG MOUNTAINSIDE MOCONLIT NIGHT 
The Walkin’ Dude--with a dazed Nadine in his arms--bounds up the 
ESCARPMENT. Harold, his leg proken, the tibia sticking out of his 
trouser leg, claws his way up to the edge of the road. 


Harold is suddenly face to face with the Walkin' Dude. Harold 
iooks at him, shivers. The Walkin' Dude is sarcastic. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Se you thought you were bad, real 
bad? Evil, maybe..? 


cares 
HAROLD 
I did what I did...and I can take the consequences. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
you're not evil. You're just a teenage nerd 
..,who over-reached. A wiseass... 


The Walkin’ Dude pinches Harold's cheek. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
You still have baby fat! 


HAROLD 
(near tears) 
I don't have baby fat. 


WALKIN! DUDE 

you won't! 
The Walkin' Dude grins. His teeth SEEM more canine than when he 
smiled last. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. ROAD ALONG MOUNTAINSIDE DAY 
Larry and Stu are walking with Kojack trotting along in his 
master's Shadow. Tom wears a beanie with a propeller, and rides a 
heavy duty dirt bike alongside the two men.--Ahead, Dayna appears 
from behind a curve, and pedals her ten-speed toward them. 


DAYNA 
All clear. 


STU 
Thanks. 


A large long cylinder is strung lengthwise on her bike. 


STU 
Come on, woman. Show us what you've got. 


She pats the cylinder and enjoys being mysterious. 


DAYNA 
Insurance... 


STU 
More than this? 


stu pulls out his pistol. And before Dayna can think of 
answering; Tom whips out a cap gun, shoots. 


The others jump ín fright. Larry is not pleased with the entire 
situation. 


LARRY 
Fellas, Mother Abigail said "go now, 
go as you are, go simply...* 


Larry is the only one dressed as he was when Mother Abigail died. 
Stu, Like Dayna and Tom, wear more suitable clothes, and Stu 
carries a rucksack; Tommy and Dayna are on bikes, and she has that 


special package. 
DAYNA 


Larry, I don't think Mother Abigail 
spoke literally-~ 


LARRY 
I do. 


DAYNA 
It was more like Bible talk, stuff 
you have to interpret. 


LARRY 
She said nothing about guns...All 
she said was "fear no evil." 


They continue in silence. Larry broods. 


Then: 
LARRY 


Why me? Why us? Why did we 
survive, and not others? 


STU 
Your questions cut deep, Larry...and 
I got no answers. Back in the beginning 
there was this scientist working on the 
flu, and he had ne answers. 


DAYNA 
What would a scientist know. We're in 
the middle of some sort of paranormal 
phenomenon, even metaphysical...-~ 


STU 
Whatever. There's a job to do, so 
let's do it. 

LARRY 
She said "faar no evil." 


They continue, Dayna and Tom pedaling at Larry's and Stu's pace. -=~ 
Tom sees him first. He gasps. 


Holy gee... 


Frozen in rigor mortis is Harold at the edge of the road. --His 
cheek bones show through two patches of flesh missing from his 
face. They look like they were bitten off. 


The four stare, and a sense of dread comes over them. 
doesn't dare sniff toe close. 


stu 
(quietly) 
Fear no evil? 
He and the others get going again. 


LATER 


They continue in silence when suddenly-- 


1S 


Kojack 


DAY 


=-a low-flying F-16 is upon them. As the jet roars past-- 


INSIDE COCKPIT 

«-the PILOT catches a glimpse of-- 

--the tiny figures. 

EXT. ROAD ALONG MOUNTAINSIDE 

They watch in dismay as the jet banks around. 

They bolt for cover against the rocks of the slope. 
The F-16 makes a strafing pass. 

Dayna is busy untying the long cylinder from her bike. 


DAYNA 
Stu, help me. 


They pull out a Stinger missile from its sheath.~--~Dayna 
onto her shoulder with Stu's help. 


DAYNA 
I’ve read the manual a hundred times. 
Hope it works. Hold me steady. 
Stu does. The F-16 makes another strafing pass. 


Dayna aims, pulis the trigger, shoots. 


DAY 


lifts it 


The missile hits the F-16. The jet keeps going, trailing smoke, 
till the pilot bails out, the parachute opening in the distance. 


The four catch their breath, steady their nerves. 


STU 
Geod shot, Dayna! 


DAYNA 
What now? 


D 


STU 
We've been spotted. We should split up. 


CUT Te: 
EXT. ROAD ALONG MOUNTAINSIDE MOONLIT NIGHT 


out ef his harness, the Pilot of the F-16 watches two jeeps pull 
up. Armed to the teeth, Lloyd's goons--male and female--jump out, 
followed by Lloyd and the Walkin' Dude. 


The Pilot swallows hard. He's having difficulty mastering his 
fear as the boss struts closer. : 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Lloyd gets one warplane airborne and you go 
waste it. It don't fit into my scheme of things. 


The Walkin' Dude's eyes glow with rage. 
The Pilot turns and bolts. The Walkin' Dude laughs stridently. 
The pilot runs as fast as he can when he hears clocking bootfalls. 


The Walkin' Dude's bootfalls~-the silver filigree are shiny 
claws--no longer hammer the asphalt, but suspended above it they 
make a squishing sound-~a sound that becomes the flapping of 


wings. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
YOU SCROOOQOWED UP! 


The Pilot glances back terrified. Catching up, the Walkin' Dude 
has his arms stretched forward, and his hands form make-believe 
wings. 


out of the fluttering hands a crow SEEMS to materialize. 
The Pilot is so frightened he stumbles to a halt and faces~-~ 
~-a CROW flying right at him. 


Lloyd and two lieutenants, running to catch up, hear the Pilot's 
ghastly scream. 


The Pilot weaves unsteadily, and as Lloyd approaches he shines the 
beam of his flashlight through a hole in the Pilot's chest. The 
Pilot crashes te the asphalt, dead. Lleyd and the two lieutenants 
gape in awe. 


Ahead, the Walkin' Bude is perched on a rock, seeming more Like a 
bird till his posture becomes human again.-~Lloyd and the two 
lieutenants approach. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
Go away. I got work te do. 


Lieyd and the two lieutenants head back to the jeeps. 


GOON-LIEUTENANT #1 
(whispering) 
I don't get it, Lloyd. We lose our oniy 
airplane and the Dude wastes our only pilot. 
LLOYD 
Hey, I wouldn't question the Boss. 
He's got the big picture... 


GOON-LIEUTENANT #2 
That's it. The big picture. 


BACK WITH the Walkin' Dude. Still seated on the rock, he snarls, 
baring his teeth, and a wolf--inches from his face~-snarls back. 
He turns away from the wolf and stares ahead, his eyes wide and 
intense. 


AND A P.O.V. hugging the ROCKY TERRAIN moves uphill at a 
prodigious speed. 


THE POV crosses an ARROYO,-- 
--plunges down a SLOPE,~~ 
w-snakes forward weaving between shrubs. The POV-- 
EXT. SHRUBS - RUGGED TERRAIN MOONLIT NIGHT 
--rushes at the sleeping forms of Larry and Stu. It is about to 
reach them, when--teeth bared and growling--Kojack leaps at the 
P.0.V., which recoils. 
BACK TO THE WALKIN‘ DUDE MOONLIT NIGHT 
He is shocked from trance, frightened and disoriented. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
Where were they? Who were they? Who has 
the old nigger sent against me? 


He's in a silent rage. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. ROAD THROUGH SCRUBLAND ~- NEVADA DAY 
Tom pedals along. He smiles at the butterflies, saying "hello". 


From behind, two jeeps roar up and pull alongside.--Riding in them 
are Lioyd and his goons, and the Walkin‘ Dude. 


TOM 
Holy gee, the Big Boss. 


Tom is caught by surprise but keeps on pedaling. 


The Walkin’ Dude stares at him, and begins to sense something. 


Tom smiles back a huge happy-go-lucky smile. It's contagious. 


The Walkin! Dude smiles tec. 
TOM 
Holy gee, you got big guns. Me... 


He pulls out his cap gun and shoots at Lloyd. Lloyd levels his 
automatic at Tom and squeezes the trigger. 


The Walkin’ Dude deflects the weapon and the bullets miss 
Tom.. who just smiles. 
TOM 
You have bigger bang than me, holy gee... 


WALKIN' DUDE 
(te Lioyd) 
Can't you see he's a retard? They 
make good workers. 
(to Tom) 
What's your name? 


TOM 
Tom. 

WALKIN' DUDE 
Tommy, get yourself a job. Tell 
them the "Dude" sent you. 


TOM 
Holy gee, yessireee! 


The jeeps roar ahead.--Tom begins to pedal faster, with a sense of 


purpose. 
CUT TO: 


INT. PENTHOUSE - M.G.M. GRAND HOTEL NIGHT 


Nadine wears a simple smock. She's restless. She goes to the 
door and rattles the knob knowing it's useless. She strolls 
through the plush apartment, and in frustration reaches for her 
groin as if to masturbate. She thinks better of it, and goes to 
the Tv and switches it on. "Triumph of the Willi" is showing. She 
tries another channel. Again "Triumph of the Will," at a 
bombastic moment. Another channel. Again "Triumph of the Will.” 
Nadine gives up and slouches into an armchair.--The door is 


unlocked from outside, and the Walkin' Dude struts in. 


She gives him a bored look. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
You're supposed to ask how my day 
WAS. 


NADINE 
How was your day? 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Lousy. 


NADINE 
Sorry. 


He grabs her by the wrist; and concentrating, he starts to lift 


her. 
NADINE 
Don’t hurt me! 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Hurt the mother of my child?! 


He lifts her until she floats midair. She's mildly surprised, -|= 
She is shocked-~ 


-when he tears open her smock and rests his hands on her belly. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
I can feel it! 


NADINE 
Already? 
There's panic in her eyes. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. AIR FORCE BASE ~ NEVADA EARLY DAY 


There are no planes flying or on the runway. They are parked in 
or outside the hangars. Tom rides his bike across the open space, 
practicing wheelies when a siren goes off.--Tom heads for a 
BULLDING that stands APART. 


INT. BOMB ASSEMBLY - ORDNANCE BUILDING DAY 
The Workers wear overalls and hair nets. Bombs hang from chains 
attached to conveyors that run along the beams above.-~A conveyor 
starts up, a bomb slowly moving, and two workers converge on it 
from different directions. 


Tom, and Julie Lawry, sporting a neat suntan, begin to go through 
procedures to lock in the detonator. 


JULIE 
Hi, I'm Julie. Just got back from a 
week's vacation at Johnny Carson's 
beach house in Malibu-~ 
(her eyes go wide) 
Den't I know you? 


Tom's face is pinched but then broadens into a smile. 
TOM 
Holy gee, don't know if I'd forget a 
pretty girl like you. 


He busies himself with the detonator. She looks at him, 
remembering. Trash is suddenly in front of them. 


TRASH 
Easy with detonator.--These ake-~Phosphorus, 
spark, napalm: boom.--jyst~-No fire and 
brimstone yet.--just fireworks. 


Involved in his dual conversation, Trash steps away. He carries a 
motel Bible.--Julie catches up with him. 


JULIE 
Sir, my co-worker is an idiot. 

TRASH 
Idiots make good workers, sayeth the Dude. 
Apocalypse now or a popsicle now? 


He whips out a popsicle and sucks on it, and keeps going. 
Confused, Julie returns to Tom and his disarming grin. 


EXT. ORDNANCE BUILDING ~ AIR FORCE BASE LATE DAY 
tom and Julie watch as a crane lifts their armed bomb from a 
forklift onto a pyramid structure of armed bombs.-~-Two vehicles 
pull up- Lloyd gets out of a jeep; Trash, out of a Sand Crawler, 
a military all terrain vehicle. 
Lloyd stares at the pyramid of bombs. 
LLOYD 
Trashy, I don't know from bombs. But ain't 
it dangerous to stack 'em like this? 


TRASH 
Trashy likes dangerous. 


Lloyd steps away, troubled, when Julie sidles up. She yanks off 
her hairnet and tosses her mane loose. 


JULIE 
Hi, Lloyd! 


LLOYD 
I've got work to do, Julie. Decisions to... 


JULIE 
It’s about work, Lloyd. 


She points to Tom who's riding his bike again. 


JULIE 
That's my co-worker. 


Licyd look and recognizes him. 


LLOYD 
The idiot. 


JULIE 
I've met him before, in Kansas. He was 
with a deafmute and they were on their way 
to the cid nigger woman. He's one cf then. 


Lloyd thinks on it and he's not good at thinking. 


JULIE 
Lloyd. I'm sure of it. 


Tom--sensing something~-keeps on pedaling, putting a distance 
between himself and Lloyd. 


Lieya storms up to Trash. 


LLOYD 
Trashy! You've got a traitor working for you. 
The idiot. I want him caught and crucified. 


TRASH 
Big Dude tells Trashy what to do. Lloyd 
is only an orđerly in a nuthouse!? Yes! 


LLOYD 
I'm the Dude's right hand man. I'm 
taking charge here! Julie! 


Lloyd motions Julie to follow him to his jeep. Trash is a snarl 
of two voices: 
TRASH 

I am--these are--His dream--just fireworks. 
He leaps onto the forklift, fires it up.--Lloyd and Julie, who's a 
few paces behind, stop to see what the hell's going on. Trash 
charges at the pyramid of armed bombs, heading for a corner. 
Trash knocks the corner bomb out of place. 


The whole pyramid begins to collapse, and a cascade of bombs roll 
and tumble toward Lloyd and Julie. 


Lloyd bolts to the jeep, leaps in, tears off. 


JULIE 
Wait. Wait for me. 


The rolling, tumbling bombs overtake her, and<-- 
-=the detonator of one hits the ground-- 
--and the bomb explodes into a napalm firebali. 


Julie is vaporized from sight. Other bombs go off, but more of 
them are hurtled forward. 


Retreating to his Sand Crawler and looking at what he's unleashed, 
Trash laughs madly. 


Fleeing in the jeep, Licyd glances back to see-~ 

-bombs skittering, flying, tumbling and exploding in his wake. 
fhe heat singeing the jeep, Lloyd drives flat out. 

Fron a distance, Tom watches-~ 

--airplanes and hangars go up in flames. 


Trash is at the wheel of the Sand Crawler which weaves 
erratically. He's in utter despair. 


TRASH 
The Walkin’ Dude will love Trashy no more. 
(sudden exhilaration) 

Unless! UNLESS! 
Tom is about to be run over when he pedals frantically, escaping 
the Sand Crawler.--The all-terrain vehicle heads straight for the 
fence, flattens it and heads out into the WASTE. 
Ton thinks about following on his dirt bike. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. /INT- PENTHOUSE ~ M.G.M. GRAND ~ LAS VEGAS EARLY DAY 
Behind the glass window the Walkin’ Dude is staring out, in the 
lotus position, levitating mid-air, naked. PULL BACK TILL WE SEE 
the rest of Las Vegas with the sun rising behind it. Then-~ 


=-SWOOP IN ON the M.G.M, Grand a few floors down from the 
penthouse, ONTO a ledge-- 


EXT., WINDOW/INT. LOVERS' SUITE EARLY DAY 


was a CROW alights there. Inside, a huge heart-shaped bed can BE 
GLIMPSED. 


INT. LOVERS’ SUITE EARLY DAY 


In the gaudy bed, beneath a heart-shaped mirror, Dayna and Lloyd 
break apart after fierce leve-making. 


DAYNA 
Boy! I am one lucky lady meeting you. 


She turns from Lloyd and grimaces in disgust. 


DAYNA 
I could just feel you taking your 
frustrations against Trashy out on 
me. Wow! Feeling better? 


LIOYD 
All kinds of better. 


Rolling her eyes, her gaze drifts to the window, and she notices-~ 
~-the crow flying away. 


LLOYD 
Trashy's a pain...but a fucking genius. 


DAYNA 
Sayeth the boss? 


LLOYD 
Sayeth the Boss. 


She simpers flirtatiously. 


DAYNA 
When do I get to meet the Boss, the Great 
Here/Not Here. I'm starting to believe 
you're not his right-hand man. 


LLOYD 
He's a busy guy. He'll see you when 
he wants to see you. 


She starts to get out of bed. 


p LLOYD 


You shouldn't go around without clothes. 
You're making me horny. 


She flounces toward the bathroom. 


DAYNA 
...Wouldn't we be keeping the Boss waiting? 
LLOYD 
{a flicker of fear) 
Oh shit. 
INT. BATHROOM =- LOVERS' SUITE EARLY DAY 


Dayna enters. She has nearly closed the door when she hears a key 
turning in a lock. 


INT. LOVERS’ SUITE EARLY DAY 
Lloyd looks te the door, and the Walkin' Dude--in his expensive 


cowboy duds-~steps in. Lioyd is uneasy, draped in a sheet, 
standing at attention. 


s LLOYD 
o Yes, sir? 


124 
WALKIN? DUDE 
{smiling} 
Where is she? 
Excited, Lloyd turns toward the bathroom. 


LLOYD 
Doll! Guess who-- 


A glance, and Lloyd shuts up. 
INT. BATHROOM EARLY DAY 


Dayna has heard. Through the crack of the unclesed door she sees 
the Walkin' Dude from behind.-~Her heart pounds, her mind races. 


INT. LOVERS! SUITE N EARLY DAY 
The Walkin’ Dude addresses Lloyd in a confidential tone. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
Julie, your witness, is dead. So until 
we catch that idiot Tom, we don't really 
know if he slipped past under my radar. 
(points to his head) 
But this Dayna of yours-~- 
INT. BATHROOM EARLY DAY 


Dayna is too busy to eavesdrop. She rummages through her 
rucksack, pulls out a knife and special sheath. 


INT. LOVERS' SUITE EARLY DAY 
Lloyd is visibly shaken. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Get her. 


LLOYD 
Dayna! 


The Walkin' Dude glares at him--Lloyd heads for the bathroom. 

INT. BATHROOM EARLY DAY 
Dayna has heard, and hears Lloyd coming. Moving with desperate 
speed, she straps a clip te her forearm, and then inserts the 
blade of the knife into the spring-loaded clasp. She flushes the 
toilet, and-- 

INT. LOVERS' SUITE EARLY DAY 


=-the sound causes Lloyd te hesitate at the door. 


a 


12 


INT. BATHROOM EARLY DAY 


Dayna slips into a dressing gown, and pulis the slesve over the 
arm to which the spring-loaded knife is strapped just as Lloyd 
barges in. His veice quivers: 
LLOYD 
come on out, Dayna. 


She grabs a brush, =- 
INT. LOVERS’ SUITE EARLY DAY 


--and she comes out brushing her hair to boost her bravado. 
Dayna 's surprised. 


DAYNA 
H-h-hello! You're no older than I am. 


The Walkin' Dude is making an effort to exude youthfulness. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
What did you expect? A vampire? 


DAYNA 
.. Lloyd's shitting in his pants. š 
It's about me, right? 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Dayna dear, how did you ever believe you could 
escape my roving eye, my psychic tentacles? 


DAYNA 
Tom, the grinning idiot, did. 


He glares at her, his eyes intense, fierce. 


DAYNA 
... You're trying to hypnotize me. 
cut it out. 


He moves a step closer.~~Her hand loosens the sleeve that conceals 
the weapon. 


DAYNA 
So the future is about paranormal powers? 


WALKIN! DUDE 
And hi-tech. And I have both. We're 
invincible. That's why it's useless for 
Mother Abigail to send agents against me. 
De you know what, Dayna, I'm going to let 
you go....Lloyd, phone reception, and tell 
them to have a gassed-up motorbike ready 
for the lady. 


Lieyd gees to the phone. Dayna fights to suppress hope. 


DAYNA 
Now...why would you let me go? 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Isn't it obvious? You go home and 
tell your people to stick to your 
side of the mountains. 


The Walkin’ Dude smiles affably. 


DAYNA 
What's the catch? 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
I want the others to go back toc. 
Who else has Mother Abigail sent? 


DAYNA 
...¥ou think I can remember over a 
hundred names? And faces? 


The Walkin’ Dude's sweetness turns inte angered shock. 


DAYNA 
Just kidding. And testing. 


He steps forward and clamps his hand on her neck. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Testing what?! 


She finds a residue of courage. 
DAYNA 
What you can do, and can't. Your powers are 
not as strong as they're cracked up to be. 
Not as strong as you'd like Lloyd here and 
the others to believ-- 


He lets out a blood-curdling scream and flings her across the 
room. Dayna crashes into the wall. 


She crumpies to the floor, a rag dell. She's very scared. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
You will tell me what I want to 
know. ..Or-- 
He steps closer, his eyes glaring with rage. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
Or I'll start a fire in your brain 
and then you'll tell me. 


He stops a few steps from her, his eyes fixed on hers. 


DAYNA 
(very faint) 
I'li teil. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
of course you will. 


DAYNA 
(faint rasp) 
I hurt, you hurt my neck, my throat. 
come closer. 


He does.--She motions with the arm with the concealed knife. 


DAYNA 
(husky, and with difficulty) 
Closer. 
He stoops beside her. 
DAYNA 


HEEERE! 


CLICK. And the knife, no, a banana~-with the Chiquita logo-~jerks 
out of her sleeve and into her hand. About to drive the banana 
into his stomach, Dayna sees what it is. 

He laughs uproariously. She's so shocked, she lets him take the 
banana from her hand. He smiles. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Did you like my little trick? 


He does a sleight of hand, and pronto, the banana is a knife. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
One day I'll make water flow uphill, iff 
want. But now tell me what I want to kne- 
Dayna catches him by surprise. She moves before he can grab her. 


DAYNA 
NOL 


Drawing on an inner strength she bolts and lunges at the window, 
driving her feet first, using them like pistons to crack the 
glass. 


She grabs the jagged glass and whips her threat across the cutting 
edge. Blood gushes. 


The Walkin! Dude gets to her too late. He bellows like a wounded 
beast. He kicks her and kicks her--a dead bloodless body. 


He senses something and turns to see Lioyd staring at him.~-In a 
towering rage, the Walkin’ Dude closes in on Lloyd. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
You think I fucked up. 


LLOYD 
God, ne...I mean, nobody's perfect. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
I aspire to perfection. And-- 


He grabs Lloyd and lifts him up, levitates him. He lets go, 
leaving Lloyd with his toes scraping the carpet. He erupts into a 
tirade. 
WALKIN! DUDE 
~-I'ye done damn good se far. Roads from 
San Diego to Seattle have been cleared. 
Buses and trains run on time. There's 
Scheduled TV and radio. There's law and 
order. All misfits have been crucified. 
My people work hard eight hours a day and 
play hard eight hours a day. And the wolf 
and weasel and crows are protected species. 
And there are not taxes, and gambling is 
compulsory! School is open again... 


His mood is suddenly accommodating; and Lloyd is standing with his 
feet firmly on the floor again. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
By the way, how are the students 
doing at the Flying Academy? 


LLOYD 
Quite well, sir...a few can take up 
airplanes, but they're a bit green-- 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Promote them to pilots. Just tell them 
they've got nothing to fear but me, the 
Walkin! Dude...the "Midnight Rambler." 


He savers his newly-found confidence. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. DESERT WILDERNESS - ARIZONA DAY 


Stu helps an exhausted Larry along a trail under the hot sun. 
Kojack follows. 


The three come to a STAND OF TREES, where @ TRAILER is parked. 
Larry collapses in the shade.-~Stu looks around, and=-~ 


INT. TRAILER DAY 


w-enters- He picks up canned goods; and passing a guitar, his 
fingers brush the strings. 
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EXT. STAND OF TREES DAY 
Larry hears. 
LATER DAY 
Larry, Stu and Kojack rest in the shade. They've eaten and drunk 
from the cans. Larry finishes tuning the guitar and begins 
strumming “Baby, Can You Dig Your Man?" He half hums, half sings. 

STU 


Funny you playin' that tune. I heard 
it when the flu began happenin'. 


LARRY 

You know anything about it? Who wrote it? 
STU 

Nah. Do you? 
LARRY 


.. NO. 
He stops playing and casts the guitar aside. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PENTHOUSE - M.G.M. GRAND DAY 


Nadine is bored out of her mind. The Walkin’ Dude is levitating 
in the middle of the room. He's concentrating, projecting. 


EXT. STAND OF TREES - DESERT WILDERNESS DAY 


Stu, Kojack and Larry are distant figures disappearing into the 
heat warp, when-~ 


-=when a CROW alights on the strings of the discarded guitar, 
setting off a weird sound. The crow plucks a string with its 
beak, and the combined sounds are weirder and louder. 

EXT. DESERT WILDERNESS DAY 
As Stu, Kojack and Larry trek, the weird sound rings in Larry's 
ear. Chords build on the sound, and voices and SIGHTS 
materialize. Larry enters-~ 


~-ANOTHER REALITY: a rockstar on STAGE basking in the adulation 
ef fans. 


Stu shakes Larry out of his daze. 


STU 
Larry. You okay? 


LARRY 
.--Yeah. Just the heat. 


Stu pours some water over Larry's hat. 


CUT TO; 
INT. PENTHOUSE ~ VIEW OVER LAS VEGAS 
The Walkin’ Dude and Lloyd stare out of the picture window. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Lloyd, sinca Trash took off, you've 
done real weil. 


LLOYD 
‘preciate that, sire. The boys and 
girls have been lots happier. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
What boys? What girls? 


LLOYD 
The people in the militia. The 
folks in the weapons factories. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Iosee. Lloyd, you'll have to learn 
to like Trashy again. 


LLOYD 


WALKIN' DUDE 
(intense) 
I sense it. I feel it. He'll be back. 
(easygoing) 
He's too crazy not to come back. 


Lleyd says nothing, staring off into the distance. Then: 


LLOYD 
Sir! 


He points, and from the direction comes the roar of three 
airplanes. The Walkin' Dude and Lloyd see-~ 


~=g Be2 bomber and two F-i6's streak past. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
A B-2 bomber! Well done, Lloyd. 


LLOYD 
The F-16's, sir, are armed with sidewinders. 


WALKIN! DUDE 
Thanks. 


NIGHT 
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Lloyd knows he's dismissed and heads for the door, exits.-~The 
Walkin’? Dude goes to Nadine, who lies on a divan, her belly large. 


He bends down on his knees, shoves his hands under her, and lifts 
her up. Their faces are very close. She stirs from a stupor. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Things are looking up, Nadine. 


NADINE 
Neato. 


He jerks his hands from under her--she stays where she is, 
levitating. He excitedly exposes her belly. 


He starts to float up himself, and he hovers over her belly with 
his mouth. He kisses it, makes blowing sounds and the weirdest 
baby talk. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
Uwwww...neki sakkad, Chathulunuu... 


He removes his mouth, and Nadine feels something and stares at her 
belly. Six spikes being to stick up from the taut surface of her 
skin--as if a claw was pushing up. 


NADINE 
Oh my God. 


The talon~like spikes retreat. The Walkin' Dude grins. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. CREVICE-WILDERNESS-LAS VEGAS IN THE FAR DISTANCE DAY 


Stu helps Larry up a SLOPE and they arrive at the lip of a deep 
crevice that's nine feet across. They can see-- 


--many miles away--the sun kicking off the buildings of Las Vegas. 


LARRY 
Se far, so good. 


STU 
I'll jump first. Then I'11 help you 
over from the other side. 


Stu steps back...runs, and leaps. 


He lands on the edge of the other side of the crevice.--His foot 
slips on the degradable rock. 


He starts to slide down, but grabs at a protruding rock, and stops 
himself. But the rock comes loose, and Stu slips again. 

He claws at the side of the crevice, and once again gets a 
purchase. 


ABOVE, Larry looks down without expression. 


Again Stu's traction begins to give, and no matter how frantically 
he claws at the powdery rock, he slides and tumbles down into the 


crevice. 
Stu crashes to the BOTTOM, his leg hitting a jagged reck. 


Stu gasps in pain, grabs his leg...it is broken.--He locks up and 
sees Larry locking down. 
LARRY 
Are you okay? 


STU 
Leg's broke. 


Stu sees Larry pull back from the edge. 
ABOVE: Larry's mind is racing as he steps away from the edge. 


He suddenly breaks into a run, leaps across the crevice and lands 
safely on the other side.--He takes a deep breath of relief, and 
smiles. He looks down toward Stu. 


BELOW: Stu looks up, seeing Larry on the other side. 


STU 
Find a stick. I'm gonna splint my leg. Then-~ 


LARRY 
No, Stu. I'm going it alone. It can't wait. 
I'll get you out on the way back. 


STU 
What?! -- 


LARRY 
Stu, listen. I'm the one Mother Abigail 
really chose. I'm the one who went as he 
was...who brought nothing along. Your job 
~-pission--was to get me this far. 


STU 
Hold on there just a min-- 


LARRY 
Don’t you get it. I'm the chosen one! 


His eyes shine with righteousness. 
STU 
The sun's gone to your head...You're 
acting weird. Maybe-- 


LARRY 
Maybe what?! 


STU 
--the Walkin’ Dude has gotten to you. 


Stu saes Larry retreat from the adge. The pain in his heart is 
stronger than the pain in his leg. 

cur fo: 
EXT. ROAD INTO LAS VEGAS NIGHT 


Larry walks down the middle of the road toward the city ablaze 
with light. 


EXT. SCRUBLAND OVERLOOKING ROAD ~ LAS VEGAS NIGHT 


on his bike, Tom swoops up toward the top of a RISE, and looking 
over it, he sees-- 


--Larry heading toward the STRIP. 


TOM 
Holy gee... 


Tom is baffled. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. BOTTOM OF CREVICE NIGHT 


STU 
Kojack. Fetch stick. 


Looking up, he sees two tiny shining dots--Kojack's eyes 
presumably. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. THE STRIP - LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
Grinning, acknowledging the Bystanders and Those who have come out 
of the CASINOS to applaud him, Larry walks down the centre of the 
road.--Police stop traffic for him. 


Larry glances up and sees his name in lights: LARRY UNDERWOOD 
ROCKSTAR OF THE WEST. 


Ahead ís the tower of the M.G.M. GRAND HOTEL. His gaze drifts to 
the top. 


A PRODIGIOUS ZOOM TO: 

EXT./INT. PENTHOUSE NIGHT 
The Walkin’ Dude looks down. He grins smugly. 

EXT. MGM GRAND HOTEL NIGHT 


Lloyd goes forward to meet Larry. 


LLOYD 
Welcome, Mr. Underwood. Your concert 
will be tomorrow night. We've lined up 
some first rate back-up musicians. 


LARRY 
Good. 
CUT TO: 


EXT. CREVICE - WILDERNESS ~ LAS VEGAS IN THE FAR DISTANCE DAWN 


Kojack, with a stick in his mouth, trots up to the edge and opens 
his mouth, dropping the stick. Kojack barks. 


BELOW: stu glances up in time to protect his head from the 
falling stick. 
STU 
Kojack, good dog. 


using strips of cloth torn from his shirt, Stu begins to splint 
his broken leg. It hurts. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. BOARDED-UP WEDDING CHAPEL - LAS VEGAS . DAY 


A beautiful young BOY motions Lloyd and a few goons to the door of 
the chapel. Some boards have been torn from the door, creating an 
opening. The boy points inside. 


INT, PLASTIC WEDDING CHAPEL DAY 


In the gloom, a very ATTRACTIVE WOMAN in a sexy waitress~bunny 
type outfit is kneeling and praying quietly. 


ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
Hail Mary-- 


Lloyd's goons break in. She starts to turn-- 


CUT To: 
EXT. BOTTOM OF CREVICE DAY 


His leg in a makeshift splint, Stu is trying to climb out of the 
crevice. He has gotten himself six inches up. Determined, he 
uses his pistol as a digging tool, creating handholds and 
footholds in the soft rock. 

CUT TO: 


EXT. ARENA BY MGM GRAND ~ LAS VEGAS NIGHT 


Larry is on the BANDSTAND, anå behind him are a motley crew of 
Musicians--among them a heavy metal rock'n roller, a classical 
violinist, a cocktail bar pianist in frills. Near Larry are the 
gaudy Master of Ceremonies, Lloyd, who holds the hand of a SCRAWNY 
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KID, and some of Lioyd's goons.--They, and the Crowd whe fill the 
STANDS, are watching the activity below. 


Goons Lead the Attractive Woman captured in the chapel, still in 
her sexy outfit, to the CENTRE OF THE ARENA. Meanwhile four open 
sports cars, their Drivers in flashy duds, one of them tricked out 
as a pirate, back into the arena from different directions. 


The Master of Ceremonies signals, and Drummers start up a nerve- 
wracking tattoo. 


The people in the stands watch, excitement and nervousness rising. 


The Attractive Woman is terribly afraid. She calms herself by 
muttering. 
ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
H~hail Mary, f-f-full...full of grace... 


The Drivers-~one is a woman--manhandle her. Ropes run from the 
back bumpers of each car, and the Drivers loop the ends of the 
ropes around the woman's wrists and ankles. 


Larry watches without expression. 


The Drivers get in their cars, and inch forward till the woman is 
suspended by her wrists and ankles--to be quartered alive. The 
engines idle; occasionally there's a rev. 


The people in the stands are excited, uneasy, on edge. 


Her heart pounding in her throat, the Attractive Woman pushes out 
the words as loud as she can: 


ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
Our Father...WHO...ART...IN...HEA' -- 


WALKIN' DUDE'S VOICE 
--STAY THERE! 


All eyes and a spotlight turn to the RAMP up to the bandstand. In 
blue jeans and in a white silk shirt which gleams with 
iridescences, under his jacket, the Walkin’ Dude makes his 
entrance. His beotheels clock. He is followed by Nadine who is 
very pregnant. 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
The Walkin' Deoode, and bride. 


A cheer goes up from the ecrowd.--Lloyd waylays the Walkin' Dude. 
He pushes the scrawny kid forward. 


LLOYD 
Boss. This is Dinny- I want to 
adopt him. He makes me laugh. 


The Walkin’ Dude acknowledges with a pinch te the kid's cheek. 
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Larry waits. The Walkin’ Dude approaches, and he's easygoing. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Hi, Larry. Gonna play for us Later? 


LARRY 
{co01) 
I guess. 


Larry's eyes drift toward Nadine. She peeks fleetingly in his 
direction. They fail to make eye contact. 


The Walkin' Dude signals to the M.C. who speaks into the mike. 


MASTER. OF CEREMONIES 
Engines ready! 


The four Drivers rev their sports cars. 


ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
Forgive them, for they d-d-don't<t... 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Tighten ropes. 


The Drivers inch forward. The ropes become taut, putting tension 
on her limbs.--She goes berserk, her desperate, pleading eyes 
turned toward the Walkin’ Dude. 


ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
FUCK GOD. ..FUCK MARY...I'll do...whatever 
you want... ANYTHING...BUT LET ME LIVE. 


Larry watches impassive. The M.C. turns to the Walkin' Dude, who 
whispers something in his ear. 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Those who don't wish to look: the 
Walkin’ Dude understands. ...GO! 


The cars take off, and the woman's body is-~ 


The people watch her body being quartered. A gasp of excitenent, 
of disgust, grips the crowd. Some turn away not to witness the 
horror. 


Larry watches impassive. The Walkin’ Dude gloats. Nadine's eyes 
are cast down. Lloyd is disgusted and excited all at once. Dinny 
stares im amazement.--The Walkin’ Dude turns to Larry. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
It gets the folks' blood worked up. 


LARRY 
I guess. 


A Clean-up crew enters the arena, and the four cars back into 
position again. 


EXT. OUTSIDE ARENA NIGHT 
Ton pedals slowly closer on his dirt bike. 
EXT. INSIDE CREVICE NIGHT 
With a huge effort, Stu rises one handheld. 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Ladies and gentiemen, allow me to introduce 
Larry Underwood, the greatest rock star alive-~ 


Applause and cheers from the crowd. 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
But he's gotta stay alive...and to earn that 
right, Larry Underwood will--here and now-~ 
disown the teachings of Mother Abigail! 


Larry remains impassive. The Walkin' Dude leans toward Larry and 
speaks to hin quietly. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
Don't forget to kiss ass, boy. 


Larry steps forward to the mike, and turns to face the Walkin’ 
Dude. 
LARRY 
Kiss your ass-- 
(hamming it up) 
--'literally'?! For real?! 


Titters, even snatches of laughter run through the crowd. The 
Walkin' Dude glares at Larry. 


LARRY 
Hey, I'm an entertainer. I find 
material where I find it. 


The crowd is amused, curious, stirred.--Two lieutenants glance at 
Lioyd. He talks to then privately. 


LLOYD 
You'll see--the Boss will come through. 


The Walkin' Dude motions gracefully for Larry to address the 
crowd. 
LARRY 
To tell you the truth, folks, Mother Abigail 
had very little to teach. Jut one thing, 
come te think of it. She said: “Fear no 
evil." So I will fear no evil. So I do not 
fear the Walkin‘! Dude. I-- 
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The crowd is shocked, disbelieving. The Walkin’ Oude grabs the 
microphone from Larry, and speaks into it. 


The feedback is so strong, so layered, that what comes out over 
the Loudspeaker is a hysterical screeching in an unknown 
language .--The Walkin’ Dude--like everybody else on the bandstands 
and in the stands-~-is shocked. He backs away from the mike.-- 
Larry speaks into it. 
LARRY 
What was that?! 


The same question is on some lips and in the winds of most of the 
people in the stands. 
LARRY 
fhe Walkin' Dude, folks, feeds on 
fear. Your fear. He is evil~~ 


EXT. OUTSIDE ARENA NIGHT 
Tom hears Larry's words carried by the loudspeakers. 


TOM 
Holy gee! 


He turns in circles on his bike, wondering what to do. 
EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
Lloyd and his goons drag Larry from the microphone. Larry calls 
out, hamming it up: 
LARRY 
HEY, POLICE BRUTALITY! 


Some in the crowd dare to laugh, some just smile; but most are 
confused. 


EXT, INSIDE CREVICE NIGHT 
stu gains another few difficuit inches. 
EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
The goons loop the ends of the ropes that are attached to the 
sports cars around Larry's wrists and ankles. Lleyd supervises. 
Larry calls out to the crowd: 
LARRY 
YOU PEOPLE KNOW THIS IS WRONG. BUT 
YOU'RE ALL SCARED OF H-- 


Lloyd slaps Larry hard. 


LLOYD 
Shut up. 
LARRY 
{to Lioyd) 


You're afraid of him toc. 
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EAT. ENSIDE CREVICE NIGHT 


Stu claws his way up a few more inches, Kojack barking him on. 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Tighten the ropes. 


The four cars inch forward till the ropes are taut and Larry is 
suspended. 
LARRY 
HE MUST KILL ME BECAUSE HE IS AFRAID 
OF WHAT I SAY. 


Murmurs ripple through the crowd.--The Walkin’ Dude whispers 
something into the M.C.'s ear. 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Keep tightening the ropes...slow, 
real slow... 


WALKIN' DUDE 
(to Nadine) 
We'll stop this damn "fear" business. 


Eyes downcast, Nadine nods. 


The Drivers jolt their cars back and forth. Larry is yanked this 
way, that way. He fights the pain: 


LARRY 
THIS IS EVIL...AND I FEAR...NO EVIL~L-L... 


EXT. OUTSIDE ARENA - STREET NIGHT 


Riding in circles as if in a trance, Tom is awakened by a notion. 
He turns the bike away from the arena, and begins pumping, gaining 
speed. 


EXT. INTERSECTION AND STREETS NIGHT 


Tom comes careening FORWARD when-~-announced by a rumble-~a huge 
industrial machine swerves around a CORNER, suddenly upon hin. 
Tom skids to a side and the huge vehicle, its engine going full 
out and spewing smoke, passes inches from Tom. IT'S TOO CLOSE TO 
SEE WHAT IT IS AND WHO ITS DRIVER IS. 


Tom remounts his bike and takes off, searching. He calls out 
quietly, but with intensity: 
TOM 
Dayna?!...Stu?! 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


The cars keep up their back and forth jolts. Larry fights the 
pain. 
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LARRY 
THIS PAIN IS EVIL...AND...1...WILL 
... PEAR...NO EVIL. 


Lloyd Leaps up on the bandstand, knocks the M.C. off and takes 
contrel of the mike and addresses the crowd. 


LLOYD 
I'M A KILLER. BUT I'M ALSO AN AMERICAN... 
AND THIS AIN'T AMERICAN. IT AIN'T RIGHT. 


He turns to the Walkin’ Dude. 
LLOYD 
you AIN'T A MAN...YOU'RE SOME KIND 
OF A...A DEVIL! 


The crowd is shocked.-~The Walkin’ Dude's face is a mask of fear, 
but it changes into one of demonic intensity. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
{a whisper to Lloyd) 
I am...a devil. 


Stepping forward the Walkin' Dude points his finger at Lloyd's 
face. And a tiny ball of blue fire leaps from the Walkin' Dude's 
finger. 


Crackling, the ball of fire alights on the edge of Lloyd’s mouth, 
burning the flesh. Lloyd screams in shock, unable to move. 


The crowd falls silent, staring in awe. The Walkin' Dude gloats 
as he watches-~ 


-=the ball of blue energy move across Lloyd's mouth fusing his 
lips shut, locking Lloyd's scream behind bulging eyes. 


Larry watches. è 
LARRY 
Fear no evil...fear no evil... 
The Walkin' Dude struts to the microphone, hurls it away, calls 
out: 
WALKIN' DUDE 
WHO ELSE WANTS TO CHALLENGE ME? 


LARRY 
I do... 


Larry's voice is weak, his strength waning. 
EXT. STREETS - LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
Pedaling frantically, Tom searches erratically, and calis: 


TOM 
Stu?!...Bayna?! 


=e) 


tat 
He coasts: and he listens with intensity. 
EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


The fire ball floats above the Walkin’ Dude. He ignores Larry, 
and struts triumphantly glaring at the people in the stands. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
SO! WHO WANTS TO SPEAK UP? 


He sees~-~ 


-=a commotion in the crowd, people spilling down the stands and 
onto the arena. The reason for the panic is soon evident. 


Preceded by its rumble, the huge machine-~an industrial forklift-- 
crashes through the stands, breaking its way in. 


Panicked--more than they should be,it seems--, people flee in all 
directions, scrambling over, trampling, each other. 


The cars to which Larry is tethered are caught in the press of 
people. Three drivers run. The fourth car is crushed by the huge 
treads of the industrial forklift. 


EXT. EDGE OF LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
Tom skids to a stop. 
TOM 
Dayna?!...Stu?!... 
EXT. INSIDE CREVICE NIGHT 


With a superhuman effort, Stu gains a few more inches. 
EXT. EDGE OF LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
Tom senses something. 
TOM 
~--Stul 


He pushes down on the pedals, leaves the road and heads into the 
HILLS. 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


The escaping, panicked people stumble over Larry as he unloops the 
tethers. He nonetheless frees himself. 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


The Walkin’ Dude on the bandstand, and Larry in the arena can now 
clearly see the huge forklift, and its driver. 
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He is Trash. His hair, and teeth--when ha grins--, are falling 
out, and- his face is a raw red ness with only one eye working. 
His arms are covered with sores. 


The Walkin’ Dude stares aghast at Trash. And Larry sees that the 
pall of fire is getting much bigger. 
TRASH 
Sorry about the hassle with the bombs... 
but now you'll forgive me...I brought you 
the fire. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
What fire? 


TRASH 
The Big Fire...The A-bomb. 


The Walkin' Dude and Larry's gaze go to the device that lies in 
the jaws of the forklift--a thermonuclear bomb. 


Utter dread comes over the Walkin’ Dude's face, and as it does his 
face becomes as if made of glass, becoming transparent, becoming 
flesh again. 


Larry watches transfixed-- 
~-as the ball of blue fire grows suddenly, becoming enormous. 
WALKIN' DUDE 
Take it away, Trash. Can't you see 
the radioactivity is killing you? 


TRASH 
My life for you... 


EXT. CREVICE , NIGHT 
Stu lurches upward, getting closer to the edge, to Kajack. 
EXT. WILDERNESS OUTSIDE LAS VEGAS . NIGHT 
Tom rises and dips as he pedals like a madman. He yells: 
TOM 

Stul... There's danger.. .Holy gee, 

there's BIG danger. 
EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
The great ball--diaphanous=-of crackling blue energy begins to 
spin away. The Walkin' Dude doesn't notice. He's still locked 
inte a contest of wits with Trash. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Take it away- It's dangerous. Lloyd! 


Lieya, Ris mouth cauterized, locks up. 


WALKIN’ DUDE 
Lloyd, get Trash to...help him take it away. 


Lloyd's eyes nearly explode from their sockets--he has to laugh 
and he's got no mouth. 


LARRY 
Dude...your magic has dumped on you. 


He and the Walkin’ Dude see the sphere of energy roll away, 
passing ‘THROUGH the stands. 


EXT. OUTSIDE ARENA AND STRIP NIGHT 
People are escaping frantically. In their panic, some in cars 
knock others over, ram other cars. The sphere rolls and spins 
THROUGH matter and people.--It sets off/starts up car engines, 
beepers on the digital watches of escaping people. 

INT, CASINO FLOOR NIGHT 
The front of the sphere passes through, triggering off the one- 
armed bandits--they gush forth torrents of coins. It sets off 
alarms, jukeboxes. 

EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


TRASH 
What's the matter with Lloyd? 


Larry climbs up onto the bandstand. 


LARRY 
Dude, listen. Your magic is playing the town. 


The Walkin' Dude, Larry and Trash hear the weird cacophony. 
EXT. STRIP NIGHT 


The sphere sets off searchlights that rake the escaping people. =-~ 
Streams of coins roll underfoot. 


The sphere rolls back toward the ARENA. 

EXT. CREVICE ~ IN VIEW OF LAS VEGAS NIGHT 
Kojack yanking on a sleeve, Stu clambers out. 

EXT, WILDERNESS BETWEEN LAS VEGAS AND CREVICE NIGHT 
Tom comes sailing over a RISE, yelling: 


TOM 
STU-U-U-U... 


144 
EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


The huge ball rolls through the stands. It sets off the automatic 
weapons of the goons. Bullets spray. 
spinning, it rolis slowly, circling toward the forklift, toward 
the komb- 
LARRY 
It has set everything else off. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
Drive away, Trashy. There's still time-- 


TRASH 
It's my gift to you...the Great Fire. 


EXT. CREVICE ~ LAS VEGAS IN THE FAR DISTANCE NIGHT 


With the help of a stick, Stu rises to stand on his good leg. He 
takes a first step toward Las Vegas. 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 
TRASH 
Will the Master thank Trashy? 
The crackling surface of the sphere reaches the forklift, starts 
slowly through it, heading for the bomb.--The Walkin’ Dude lets 
out a melodramatic sigh. 


WALKIN' DUDE 
It's getting flaky here. Time to bail out. 


NADINE 
Dude! You forget something. 


The Walkin' Dude's eyes--and Larry's--turn to Nadine. 

With her fist, she gives her belly a mighty blow. 

The sphere spins closer to the bomb. 

EXT, NOT TOO FAR FROM CREVICE NIGHT 
Pumping like a madman, Tom streaks forward, flying nearly. 


TOM 
STU-U-U...KOJACK-K~-K! 


EXT. ARENA NIGHT 


Down on her knees, from under her bloody skirt Nadine draws a 
half-human, half-monster BABY CREATURE, holding it up. 


BABY CREATURE 
Dada... 
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The Walkin‘ Dude takes one step toward it as the fireball rolls 
aver closer to the bomb.--The Walkin’ Dude notices and steps in 
his tracks. 
WALKIN’ DUDE 
Good try, Nadine, to snuff me....I'm 
dying...to come back-- 


The Walkin‘ Dude's face starts te grow transparent.=-And in front 
of where he stands a GROTESQUE MONSTER materializes, a creature 
part reptilian, part saurian, with large yellow eyes, slít by dark 
cat's pupils. 
LARRY 
We will fear no evil. 


He and Nadine make eye contact.--The surface of the energy field 
is about to touch the bomb. 


The Monster disappears. And the Walkin' Dude's clothes--Stetsen, 
shirt, jeans and boots-~stand upright for the blink of an eye, 
then collapse. 
LARRY 
Thank God. I will fear no-~ 


The surface of the blue ball of energy touches the Atomic Bomb and 
a BLINDING WHITE FLASH obliterates all. 
EXT. CREVICE - WHITE FLASH EXPANDING NIGHT 


An uncomprehending Stu is on the ground, and Kojack, tugging on 
him, steps back into the crevice pulling Stu with him. 


EXT. BOTTOM OF CREVICE NIGHT 
Kojack and Stu come crashing down. 

EXT, CREVICE THE EXPANDING FLASH OBLITERATING THE LANDSCAPE 
Out of the whiteness Tom speeds into VIEW, his hair on fire, He 
lunges into the crevice.--IN THE FAR BACKGROUND, where Las Vegas 
once stood, =- 

EXT. CREVICE AND VIEW BEYOND (NIGHT) 
--the flash subsides to an EERIE DAYLIGHT as the mushroom cloud 
begins to rise. Shock waves hit the FOREGROUND with flaming 
debris, and sonic booms. 

EXT, BOTTOM OF CREVICE (NIGHT) 
Stu has enough presence to put out the fire in Tom's hair. 

EXT. CREVICE AND VIEW BEYOND {NIGHT} 
The mushroom cloud continues to rise. 

EXT. BOTTOM OF CREVICE (NIGHT) 


Tom regains his wind. 
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TOM 
Larry đid it. Larry called down the hand 
of God. Holy gee, that was something. 
Stu--st ill recovering from shock--nods. 
EXT. CREVICE AND VIEW BEYOND (NIGHT) 


The mushroom cloud reaches the stratosphere, when a wind comes out 
of the east. 


EXT. SKY (NIGHT) 
The radioactive cloud is blown west, dispersed... 
EXT, BOTTOM OF CREVICE (NIGHT) 
Badly hurting, Stu looks up and sees clouds race west. 
STU 
It's blowing west. Boulder's safe from 


fallout. And us too. 


TOM 
Holy gee, that's good? 


EXT. CREVICE AND VIEW BEYOND DAWN 


.. -Beyond the crevice the WASTELAND of the atomic aftermath, 
tinted pink by the rising sun... 


EXT. CREVICE AND POST-NUCLEAR LANDSCAPE DAY 


.. looking very much worse for the wear, Stu, Tom and Kojack start 
hobbling, limping eastward. 
CUT TO: 


a 
EXT. OUTSIDE DORM - CAMPUS - BOULDER, COLORADO - FALL - RAIN DAY 


It's a sombre fall day. Against the wail ef the building, Leo is 
obsessively bouncing a rubber ball back and forth. He is ina 
trance. 


Frannie, who is showing substantially, and Lucy, showing just a 
bit, are bundled against the chill rain. 


FRANNIE 
Let me feel...It's moving. Do you have any 
names you like? 

LUCY 
I'm not sure. Do you? 


They pass Leo bouncing the ball--he speaks without looking up. 


LEO 
If it's a girl, Dayna. If it's a boy, Larry. 


Frannie and Lucy turn toward him in alarm. 


Lucy 
Lee, why did you say that? 


Lee is jolted from the trance. 
FRANNIE 
Why did you pick those two names? 
Larry and Dayna? 


LEO 
I don't know... 


But he does know. It shows in his face, but he hides it from 
them, He senses he should say a bit more. 


LEO 
I guess they are the two...who... 


He's searching for the right words. 


Lucy 
The two who take the biggest chances? 


LEO 
Yeah. That's it. The ones who'd 
get into more trouble over there. 


Lucy 
And be the ones not to come back...? 


Leo shrugs, and smiles. He hugs Lucy. 


LEO 
I love you, Mom. 


The women smile, but there's a lingering doubt they don't want to 
deal with. 

CUT TO: 
EXT. IN THE ROCKIES - SNOW STORM - WINTER DAY 
Bundled with whatever they've managed to get hold of, Stu, Tom and 
Kojack struggle against the driving snow. 

CUT TO: 
INT. ROOM - INFIRMARY ~ CAMPUS - BOULDER - WINTER NIGHT 


Frannie, with Doc and Lucy and a few other women in attendance, is 
giving birth. She’s pushing down. 


INT. CORRIDOR - INFIRMARY NIGHT 
An excited Leo leads an elated, a@ripping wet Stu, his beard caked 


with ice. Tom and Kejack, wet from the melting snow and ice, 
follow in a state of exhaustion. 


INT. ROOM ~ INFIRMARY NIGHT 


overjoyed, Frannie is holding her baby when Leo shoves Stu into 
the room. 


Tears welling up, they stare at each other.--Stu goes to her, and 
they kiss; and they Kiss the baby. 


LEG 
fom and Stu say that Larry and Dayna 
won't be coming back. 


so overwhelmed that he hasn't been able to say a word to Frannie 
yet, Stu knows he must deal with Lucy. He puts his arm around 


her. 
STU 


Lucy, it's true...-- 


LUCY 
I sort of knew. Leo prepared me. 


She draws the boy to her, her eyes shiny. 


TOM 
Larry saved us all. He called down 
the hand of God on the Boogeyman. 
Holy gee, what a sight to see! 


FRANNIE 
It's a boy, Stu. Let's call him Larry. 


LEO 
Yeah, my dad's name! 


STU 
Sure. 


stu returns to embrace Frannie and the newborn... 
EXT. CAMPUS - LATE WINTER DAY 


...The snow is melting, the sun is bright. Clean-shaven again, 
Stu ig at the wheel of a Land Rover, and Frannie is beside him 
cradling their child. The back of the vehicle is jammed with ail 
sorts of travel stuff. 


A group of people is gathered around, among them Leo, Lucy who is 
showing, Tom, Doc and Mark Zellman. 


LUCY 
Really, ne fight about where to go? 


FRANNIE 
Stu didn't want to go back to Texas, 
and I did want to go back to Maine. 


STU 
Whera's Kojack? 


They all look around. 
LEO 
Looki 


He points to Kojack and another DOG.--It's a bitch and Kojack is 
very excited as he sniffs at her and pursues her. 


FRANNIE 
I don't know if we should take hin. 


Kojack starts to hump the bitch, and they disappear. 


STU 
Don't think we can catch him now. 


LEO 
Uncle Stu, I'll take care of him. 
And the puppies. 


Stu ruffles the boy's hair affectionately. Lucy kisses Frannie 
and the baby gocdbye. 


boc 
God, we've gone through a lot, but 
what an adventure! 


ZELLMAN 
We've learned so much! 


STU 
Really? Like what? 


Dec, Mark and the others don't have an answer for Stu. Leo bangs 
on the fender of the Land Rover to draw attention. 


LEO 
Like we can't help being happy. 


Stu gives Leo the okay sign. He puts the vehicle in gear, and 
starts to crawl away. 


The people wave goodbye. TITLES ROLL. 
As the Land Rover moves away, Frannie turns and waves. 
Lucy draws Leo close to her, and they keep on waving. 


The Land Rover gets smaller and smaller. 


